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DR. J. M. ALLEN 


DENTIST 
OFFICES: Second Floor National Bank Bldg. HOURS: 9a. m. to 5 p.m. 
Phones: Office 734, Residence 76-L 7 to 8 evenings 


Deal at WILLIAMSON’S 


For Quality Drugs and Toilet Articles 
“You'll always find it Here’ 


WILLIAMSON DRUG CO. 


FOR HEALTH’S SAKE 
SALLY ANN BETSY ROSS 


BAKED BY 
HARRISONBURG BAKING CORP. 
Harrisonburg, Virginia 


FRESH PIES AND CAKES DAILY 
QUALITY SERVICE 


We are Headquarters for Everything in 
Hardware and Sporting Goods 


The Peoples Hardware Corp. 


The Winchester Store 
One of the 6400 Winchester Stores 


Visit the Old Mill Stone Antique Shop 


191 South Main Street 
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The New Virginia Theatre solicits the Patron- | 
age of the Sentor Class of H. H. S. 
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The Poetry Corner— 
“Spring,” ‘‘Twilight,’” ‘‘The Rose of Tokio,’ ‘‘Medita- 


tion on Sorrow,”’ “Hot Weather,’’ ‘“‘Trying to Concen- 
trate,’’ ‘‘Complaining,’’ ‘“‘A Grandmother’s Dream of 
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(Tune: The Sweetheart of Sigma Cb1) 


Veo re 


When we're out in the world as we know we'll be, 
And we think of the days gone by. 
And we long for the times that used to be 
We'll heave a long drawn sigh. 
We'll nod our heads, 
Bid our cares avaunt, 
Sail away on the deep sea of dreams 
And behold the faces of our dear friends there— 
The girls and boys of our ’teens. 


CHORUS: 


The days in my school are the sweetest days of all the days I know. 
Fach childhood friend, like the sun’s bright glow 

Shines tho’ the years may go. 
The joy of those years—and if a few happy cares— 

Are the mem’ries I'll oft recall, 
Though I bid farewell to the days of my school 

They’re the happiest days of all. 


MARY FRANCES 
RALSTON 


“Quietly she walks 
away 


Faithful to each duty.” 
Nickname: ‘“Sanks.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Deed, I declare.” 


Characteristic OccL- 
pation: Conferring with 
Mr. Stanley. 


Highest Ambition: ‘7'o 
MaicesVvarsity, at S. Ll. C 


Will be: Captain of 
varsity. 


Here’s to Frances—— 
class president of our 
Junior and Senior years! 
We are all sure Frances 
will climb the ladder vf 
success and sit on the 
very top—even if shea 
has to jump for it! We 
all Know that Frances is 
a marvelous high junip- 
er, and she has proved a 
“eracker-jack”’ Zl ah (al 
mainstay as jumping 
center of the basketball 
team for the past two 
years. Not only does 
Frances star in athlet- 
ics, but she also sews 
and cooks well enougi: 
to win any man's heart. 
And who is one of the 
most popular, sweetest, 
politest, and best ail- 
Bound. iris: im Hiren 
School? Why, it’s Fran- 
ces, of course! 


WARREN CURTIS 
KIRACOFE 


“Make not thyself the 
slave to any woman.” 


Nickname: “Warren.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Have you read your 
Latin?” 


Characteristic 
pation: 
desk. 


Occi- 
Drumming on 


Highest Ambition: to 
be a big business man. 


Will be: An office boy. 


Warren is that quiet, 
dignified good-lookin? 
chap. In his dignifiec 
way he enjoys all tne 
fun going on in Study 
Hall. He represented 
us at the second and 
third conventions of the 
Southern Interscholastic 
Press Association and 
demonstrated his speak- 
ing ability when he pre- 
sented the affirmative 
side of the debate on the 
short ballot this year, 
In English class Warren 
can always be depena- 
ed upon to answer any 
question. In short, he 
is a good all-around fel 
low. Here’s luck to you, 
Warren; we'll miss yo: 
next year. 


JULIA LOIS DUKE 


“An ideal girl in every 
way, 

A kind not found ev- 
ery day.’ 


Nickname: Julia. 


Favorite Expression’ 
“Have to read Latin.” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Going Swimminy 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a Physical Education 
Director. 


Will be: Physical Ha: 
ucation Director. 


We don’t know what 
to say first about Julia 
because there are S86 
many things that can be 
said about her—all good 
things, of course. She 
has been on all the class 
basket-ball squads anit 
has been guard on tae 
Varsity, GUrINS selina 
2.8. Julia was voted 
the most studious giri 
in school, but she ve- 
hemently denies that 
she is studious. Sue 
has been on the Taj 
Stati atone twWOMyveace: 
serving as athletic edi 
tor, and we know that 
no one could have been 
more dependable then 
she. 


SS ee 


CORNELIA ELIZA- 
BETH LOEW ENBACH 

“Give me the moon- 
light, give me the man, 

And leave the rest to 
me.”’ 

Nickname; “Lib.’’ 


Favorite Expression: 
Sticecolamas ye 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Having dates. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a doctor. 


Will be: A nurse. 


This attractive giri is 
21 i! ye our editor-in- 
chief. Who could de- 
serve the honor of edi- 
torship more than she 
does? She’s capable, ce- 
pendable, and one of the 
best sports we've ever 
seen. She has been in 
our school plays for two 
years, and she’s “plenty 
good.” We wonder what 
she’ll be in the future-— 
her versatility leads us 
to believe she’s likely to 
be ’most anything. We 
hear she wants to be a 
nurse, but we’re afraid 
too many men would 
suddenly and unexpect- 
edly develop certain ail- 
ments. However, W2 
just can’t tell about 
sJuLbe ewe lleask iis 
—he’ll know. 


CHARLES, FRANKLIS 
MATHIAS 


“To see her is to love 
hers 


Nickname: “Buck.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Take it away!” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Falling in love. 


Highest Ambition: Tea 
be a second Caruso. 


Wall) be: Clerk sate: 
Ney’s. 


“Buck” is the blonde 
shiek of our class. AS 
ies) layeyao) cope none  Imbkeday 
School play, he had a 
great part in making it 
a success Not only has 
he taken a feature part 
in plays, but (wer are 
rather certain) he has 
also played ai leading 
role in the hearts of 
several of the studeat 
body’s fairest members; 
and we know he leaves 
el ONS LON Samet On 
broken hearts’ behind 
him We hope that 
when “Buck” sings Le: 
fore capacity houses in 
New York, London, and 
Paris, he will not for- 
get to send us all com- 
plimentary tickets. 


GEORGIA VIRGINIA 
SHANK 


“My idea of an agrees 
able person 

Is one who agrees 
with me.” 


Nickname: “George.” 


Favorite Expressioii’ 
“Went out at the cav- 
erns.”’ 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Driving car. 


Highest Ambition: Goa 
to a Northern school. 


Will be: Student of 3. 
Aeb (Be 


Who’s the neat, trir, 
little girl who dodges ii. 
and out on the basket 
ball court and always 
comes out on top? Why. 
it’s Georgia, of course 
Not only is she a bask- 
etball star, but she pulls 
down the highest grade 
in French and makes an 
enviable record in chem- 
istry. And that’s not 
all, either, for her re- 
port is just simply load- 
ed down with A’s and 
B’s. We know that 
Georgia is going to bea 
great success—for wil! 
power and determinia- 
tion are keynotes ta her 
make-up. 


ETHEL LOUISE 
SHOEMAKER 


“Thou who hast 
The fatal gift of beau- 
Cys, 


Nickname: Ethel. 


Favorite Expression: 
“Sure ’nough.” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Studying Chem- 
istry. 


Highest Ambition: To 
teach in Florida. 


Will be: An old maid? 


Who has got the un- 
animous vote for the 
prettiest in High School 
for the past three 
years? Who has ecapti- 
vated all the boys—es- 
pecially one? Why, 
Ethel, of course! Now 
ask us a hard one! Be- 
sides this Ethel is a 
good student and typist. 
We know she could, but 
we don’t believe she ey- 
er will, make any mana 
wonderful—stenograph- 
er. 


THOMAS BP DAVIS 


Trouble sits but ligl¢- 
ly on his shoulders.” 


Nickname se: I 22 


Favorite Expression: 


2Oht sem yao lett Shoots 
Gre hte 
Characteristic Occu- 


pation: Going on hous2 
parties. 


Highest Ambition: To 
go to college. 


Will be: An under- 
graduate. 


AM. 163.2" TKS Bisnerg KEG! Lean 
blue ribbon for being 
the prettiest little boy 
in the Senior Closs and 
— confidentially— we 
Know that -lots of othn- 
er people think he’s the 
best-looking boy in the 
whole High School. Be- 
hind the calm, unrut- 
fled exterior that Toin- 
my. Shows to the world, 
is a personality that 
few people can hold 
claim to. We wonder 
if that’s why he’s such 
a ladies’ man. Ask the 
college girls — they 
know! 


ANNA LYONS 
SULLIVAN 


“I shall either find 2 
way or make one.” 


Nickname: “Annie.” 


Favorite Expressions: 
A BLA i! 


Characteristic Occupa- 
tions) Participatne in 
sports. 


Highest Ambition. ro 
be a trained nurse. 


Will be: Contrary. 


Anna Lyons is peppy, 
popular, and good-nat- 
ured. She has been a 
member of the varsity 
basketball team if» r 
four years. Many who 
in a position to judge 
say she is the best for- 
ward in the state. At 
least, we have yst to see 
a guard who can outplay 
her. She was captéin 
of her tea in 22 and 
manasern ins Shee Loner 
fighting spirit and abil- 
ity goes -much of the 
eredit for the unusual 
record held by the team 
of ’28, when it came out 
victorious eer? every 
game fought this sea- 
son, 


ELIZABETH OTT 

“She has a nature that 
is gentle and refined.”’ 

Nickname: “Lib.” 

Favorite Expression-* 
“T can’t talk any loud 
er.”’ 


Occe.- 
Drawing and 


Characteristic 
pation: 
writing. 


Highest Ambition: Re 
an artist. 


Will be: Married. 


Who is the most tal- 
ented girl in high 
school?—Elizabeth, o f 
course. Why wouldn't 
she get the most votes 
for being the most tai- 
ented? AMcvey BARC aS 
adorned with her clever 
cuts and nearly every 
issue contains one of 
her stories or poems. We 
must not forget too that 
her greatest ambition is 
to be an artist. It would 
not require much imayi- 
nation to picture her in 
a studio with all the ar- 
tist’s regalia around 
her. We hope she wiil 
realize her ambition. 


LO ULE Cl Ase OOK 
Abe. 


“What care I when [| 
can lie and rest— 

Kill time, and take 
life at-its very best,’ 


Nickname: “Miss Lou- 
ikeey. 

Favorite Expression: 
“TOha  ANteay DU aleiiereree> 


Characteristic Occiu- 
DAviOn awa Lkainows Loans 
French teacher 

Vie es 
else. 


Anythin, 


Louie is noted for his 
refined manners and 
dignified appearance. He 
has all the qualities of 
a true gentleman: 
thoughtfulness, polite- 
ness, and sincerity. Due 
to his particular inter- 
est in the faculty, we 
would not all be _ sur- 
prised to see him added 
tO its Niumberwimea Lew 
years. We hear Louie 
is planning to enter 
William and Mary, and 
we congratulate that in- 
stitution for having 
him among its number. 


NAOMA ALLEN HISES 


“The world’s no better 
if we worry; 

Life no longer if w?2 
labia, 


Nickname: “Peanut.” 


Favorite Expression. 
ae 
Characteristic Ocen- 


pation: Driving a crowd, 


around. 


Highest Ambition: Ts 
go to business school. 


Will be: Private Seec- 
retary. 


Naoma’s that quiet? 
girl who’s always ready 
to help out with every- 
thing. However, she 
finds time to laugh and 
make merry—and Car 
she appreciate a gool 
joke! I’ll say she eaii! 
We can easily picture 
capable Naoma bending 
over her typewriter dii- 
igently toiling for her 
employer—but we can 
more easily picture Nao- 
ma preparing a nice li-- 
tle meal for herself andi 
—‘“Red!”’ 
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ADA DURRETTEI 
DAVIS 


OVele this learning 
Wiateethina itis. 


Nickname: ‘‘Ader fron: 
Decatur.”’ 


Favorite Express:‘on: 
“T studied the whole 
eG Uh gy <a 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Going to Orange. 


Highest Ambition: ‘To 
have loads of money. 


Will be: A geometry 
teacher. 


Every one knows Ada 
—and needless to sav 
every one likes her. she 
captures all the men 
Witheeehner bis brow: 
eyes and her attractive 
ways. She was one of 
the mainstays on the 
basket-ball team in her 
Junior and Senior years. 
Ada, we hope that your 
charm and good traits 
will bring you all the 
happiness that you de- 
serve. 


HOWARD L. ALLEN 


“His smile shows nis 
d:sposition.”’ 


Nickname: ‘“Doc.”’ 


Favor:.te Expression: 
“SCOR TAS “aKeny sler 2h Veun eye 
are you?”’ 


Characteristic Occu- 
patsone, Lakkins to. icol- 
lege girls. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a cave-man. 


Will be: A gentlemai:. 


DOC wCaAImMertOnis flO lt 
the Tar-Heel State and 
joined the H. H. S. in his 
Sophomore year. After 
having finished nels 
course in February, he 
aspired toward a career 
Ae OUnSeVrUIes Stores alice 
there became quite a 
ladies’ man: “Doe” plans 
COUMRL Os Ome Vice ee lee The G 
fall and take up Phar- 
macy. We hope his 
friendliness and popu- 
larity will not abandon 
him through life. 


SUE ANDERSON 
ROLSTON 


“She is modest; she is 
shy, 

But there’s 
in her eye.’”’ 


rt 


m ‘schie 


Nickname: “Susie. ~° 


Favorite 
“Tell mes 


Expression: 


Characteristic Oceu- 
pation: Making dresses 
in Home Ee. Class. 


Highest Ambition: ‘io 


have a good time. 
Will be: A flapper. 


Who’s the cutie corn 
ing down the streer? 
Whos) thate Lookin aso 
awfuliy sweet? Who's 
that so petite? Sue, of 
course. Who else could 
the cute, sweet, petite 
be? We all like her 
with her wit and gay 
laughter. And what a 
contagious laugh § she 
has! We are sure that 
as a side line in the fu- 
ture she will deal in 
breaking men’s hearts. 
Whee! Sue, you win; we 
don’t need to wish you 
good luck. 


LOUISE MILLER 
YANCEY 


“Quite the jolliest girl 
we know, 

Full of pep and lots 
Ota One 


Nickname: “Monk.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Got a letter today ”’ 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Trying to satis- 
fy. 


Highest Ambition: ‘To 
make money. 


Will be: A wife. 


Abyevilike -<eievenbur “Yeates 
That’s Louise, and thais 
no joke. She is just 
full of fun and bubbling 
over with good humor 
Louise received the hon- 
or this year for being 
the most sentimentai. 
and it seems surprising 
that she didn’t win the 
prize for being the most 
in love. However, lik 2 
lots of other people, she 
doesn’t know which one 
is really “It.” Whatey - 
er you may do, Louisc 
we wish you best of 
luck, always! 


GRATTAN LINEWEAY - 
ER 


iG Sihaiakeies a9kene. sorro 
saint perhaps 

But well—the best of 
chaps.” 


Nickname: “Gravy.’’ 


Favorite Expression. 
“Say no more.”’ 


Characteristic Occu: 
pation: Driving Chevro- 
let. 


Highest Ambition: To 
own a ranch. 


Will be: Ranch hand. 


Do we all know Grat- 
tan? No we don't 
But those of us who du, 
know what a wonder- 
ful pal he is. Grattan 
has one bad habit and 
that is loving every 
pretty girl he sees. He’s; 
an awful tease, too. It’s 
unusual that with salt 
these points that make 
for fun-making, he is 2 
good student. Next year 
we will surely miss see- 
ing Grattan drivinz 
around in his car. Goad 
luck, Grattan, to you, 1n 
everything! 


FRIEDA IRENE 
HUFFMAN 


“Her ways are Tays 
of pleasantness.” 


Nicknames “Eritz” 


Favorite Expression: 
Se VViGl aes he bioven 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Going to Luray 


Highest Ambition: vo 
work ina bank. 


Will be: President 0° 
a bank. 


Oh, say, did you hear 
some one giggle? Who 
do you suppose it couid 
be? Why, no other than 
Frieda Huffman. She is 
a good person to drive 
away the blues, because 
she can always think of 
something funny. But 
like most jolly peopie, 
she has a serious nature, 
too, and she can work 
diligently if the oceca- 
sion demands. You 
might think, to lookwae 
Frieda, that she is quiet 
and dignified, but when 
you know her—that ini- 
pression vanishes. Good 
luck to you, Frieda, in 
the future! 


FRANCES GERTRUDE 
DOVEL 


“All that’s generous, 
aiiecvats kind, 

In her you are always 
sure to find.” 


Nickname :“Faffy.” 


Favorite Expressior:: 
Sveanriachats right.” 

Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Sewing. 


Highest Ambition: To 
go to Washington. 


Will be: Sent to Dav- 
ton. 


Here we come to the 
little dark-haired, blue- 
eyed maiden ealied 
Frances. What a trump 


she is! Sweet, kind, 
cheerful, and jolly--- 
that’s Frances. She -s 
a good sport too. Hev 


winning smile has maue 
her wealthly in friends, 
in fact so rich that we 
sometimes eall her 
“Ritchie.’’ What coull 
one find of interest in 
Dayton High  Schooi? 
Ask Frances. AR Voters 2h 
seems to be where this 
wealth is found. Fran- 
ces is one of the star 
pupils in Home Econom-:: 
ics, and we are sure that 
some one will be lucky 
to win our classmate~- 
Frances, 


KERMIT ELMO DOVE. 


“Sincerity and who.ie- 
heartedness in his per- 
son shine,” 


Nickname: ‘“‘Puddin’.’’ 


Favorite Expression: 
“Hold everything.”’ 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Studying cheli- 
istry. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a chemist. 


Will be: A magician. 


“Sincerity and whole- 
heartedness in his per- 
son shine.” That’s Ker- 
mit! One of the  out- 
standing members of 
the Senior Class, who 
gathers A’s and B’Ss ga- 
lore. He is full of ori- 
ginality, and his sens» 
of humor is very keen. 
He spends a great deal 
of his time chuckling 
over some joke he has 
heard. We don’t know 
yet what Kermit is go- 
ine to do, but -we are 
confident that his ad- 
mirable disposition wiil 
insure success in any 
sphere of activity in 
which his life may be 
spent. 


MARY AGNES 
O’DONNELL 


SNS lover to one, 
friendship to ae few, 
goodwill to many.” 


Nickname: ‘‘Mamie.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Gee whiz!” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Typing love 
poems. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a private secretary. 


Will be: Married. 


“A friend in need is % 
friend indeed” is the 
way we all feel abour 
Mamie; for isn’t she the 
type of a friend we ail 
love? Sweet, agreeable, 
lovable to all she meets; 
we hate to think of the 
day when she will ro 
longer be in H. H. S. 
We wish her the best of 
success throughout her 
career. We know that 
although she may find a 
secretaryship very in- 
teresting, we believe she 
Will” find) av Harpers? 
more entertaining. 


VIRGINIA CLYDE 
HARLIN 


“Not too quiet, not too 
Lay, 

A regular sport in ev- 
ery way.” 


Nickname: ‘‘Doodie.”’ 


Favorite Expression: 
“Aw, 2’ wan!” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Doing nothing. 


Highest Ambition: ‘i‘o 
be a pipe-organist. 


Will be: A jew’s harp- 
ist. 


Will we ever forget 
Aunt Chloe, the African 
Rose? No, indeed! We 
couldn’ t =possibly.) Vir 
ginia made aée perfect 
colored mammy ina 
“Rose of Tokio;” no one 
else could have taken 
the part and fitted into 
it like Virginia did. Be- 
sides Virginia’s discov- 
ered acting ability, she 
is always cheerful and 
ready to help at azl 
times. Her friendli- 
ness and common sense 
have won her many 
friends. She has also 
shown her prowess in 
speech-making by the 
active part she toox in 
the High School debate, 


THOMAS BLATT 


STewille be heard 


earyy ‘ 


Nickname: roramy’ 

Favorite Expression. 
“The Bice ehreel 

Characteristic 
pation: Talking. 


Occu- 


Highest Amb:tion: To 
be a doctor. 


Will be: A tailor 


“Tommy” is our wor- 
thy salutatorian. tas 
he who works Tris 
problems in a glance. 
reads latin» as. though 
it were English and car- 
ries away all honors i 
History class. But ev- 
en at that he has other 
interests. He has par- 
ticipated in athletics, 
served for two years as 
joke editor of “The Taj” 
and has always been 
foremost in almost all 
school activities. With 
his good looks, joily 
manner, generosity, and 
loquacity his success at 
the University of Vir- 
anes next year is assur- 
ed. 


RUTH BENTES 
MABEE 


“Begone, dull Gare? 
Begone from me, 

You and I will never 
agree.”’ 


Nickname: ‘Ruth.”’ 


Favorite Expression: 
“Isn’t that peachyaze 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Playing tennis. 


Highest Ambition: To 
beat Helen Wills. 


Will be: Golf champ- 
ion, 


Although Ruth has 
been with us only a year 
we feel as if we have 
known her all her life. 
She is quite a globe 
trotter, having been 
born in China, havin» 
travelled in Europe, and 
lived in Canada, New 
York, and Massachus- 
etts. After all this ex- 
tensive travel, she final- 
ly decided to make Lur- 
risonburg her home. Her 
ability in sports, especi- 
ally basketball and ten- 
nis, has given her much 
pleasure, and we fee! 
very proud of the record 
she has made in these 
games. 


EDITH LEAKE 


“Not by years, but by 
disposition is wisdom 
acquired!”’ 


Nickname: ‘“Edie.’’ 


Favorite Expression’ 
SS leiemows 1t.- 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Making A’s on 
English. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a nurse. 


Mitieie: 8 Ay doctor's 
wife. 


Edith is one of the 
very sweetest girls in 
our class. When any 
one wants anything 
done, he can be sure of 
Edith’s lending a help- 
ing hand. Whenever we 
hear someone telling a 
ridiculous yarn, we can 
be safe in guessing that 
the fun-maker is Edith. 
Yet Edith really worries 
and studies her lessons. 
In her earnest . efforts, 
we see a sure path to 
success for her. 


GOLDIE HALL 
BURKHOLDER 


“When done by her, 
’tis done thoroughly.” 


Nickname: “Goldie.” 


Favorite Expression: 


Silence. 


Characteristic Occu-- 
pation: Playing piano. 


Highest Ambition: io 
study under Paderewski. 


Will be: A 
teacher. 


lick qelaes apeWl otoye alata, Fl 
tall, dark haired, brown- 
eyed girl entered ovr 
halls and came upstairs 
to take her place in our 
high school—also in our 
hearts. 3y her win- 
ning personality, studi- 
ous habits, and depend- 
ability, she became very 
popular and gained 
many friends. Her mu- 
sical ability and good 
grades have made her a 
credit to our high 
school. We are very 
glad to have had you, 
Goldie, and may you al- 
ways have as true 
friends and as much 
success as you have had 
in the He. H. Ss. 


piano 


NORMA LUCILLE 
KARACOFE 


“Why aren’t they all 
carefree like me?” 


Nickname: “Tubby ”’ 


Favorite Expression: 
“T don’t see why—.” 


Characteristic Occ - 
pation: Singing in Study 
Hall. 


Highest Ambition: 
Teaching Domestie Sc’. 
ence. 


Will be: Housewife 


If you hear a sudden, 
unexpected burst of 
laughter from a certain 
corner in Study Hall, 
don’t be alarmed! Its 
only Norma breaking 
forth into one of her 
numerous peals of 
laughter! Norma al- 
ways has a pleasant 
smile, and no one Can 
stay around her long 
and be blue. We know 
that Norma will make 
good at whatever sine 
undertakes and we're 
wishing her heaps. of 
success and happiness. 


ae 


MARGARET ELIZA- 
BETH SPITZER 


Ne Shanley. Tiope Fale. Fai 
greeting glad.” 


Nickname: “Peggy.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“Indeed, I want to tell 
you.” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Writing stories 


Highest Ambition: To 
own a store. 


Will be: 


Margaret is just one 
of those girls that never 
bothers anyone. The 
only mischievous thing 
that she ever does is 
ew chayes shay NSeOKeai lalen iil 
She is jolly and especi- 
ally optimistic. Marga- 
get studies hard, and a 
day never rolls around 
but she has her lessons 
prepared. She is con- 
scientious and we are 
sure she will work hard 
and win success in her 
chosen profession, nurs- 
ing. 


A cashier. 


EARL HEATWOLE 


HOM lonely senves Sivas, Me 
will enchant thy ear.” 


Nickname: “S t i e n- 
metz.”’ 


Favorite Expression: 
NV ace Sete 


Characteristic 
pation: Singing. 


Occu- 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a chemist. 


Will be: 
salesman. 


lsiyel roy KA, qelaieiny 
blonde boy with the 
beautiful voice. Wher- 
ever Earl sings, it seems 
the whole world bursts 
into melody. Earl can 
always be depended up- 
One GOMStAr I Ne OlUteLineD 
School shows. Some day 
we expect to see him 
headlined on Broadway 
Earl is, in addition to all 
this, a star in science. 
Whenever you have a 
question about radio, see 
Earl. 


A traveling 


MARY MADALINE 
HELTZEL 


Ready in heart ar.tl 
ready in hand.’ 


Nickname: ‘Skeeter.” 


Favorite Expression: 
spsiebeey, HEADL Zeer sive 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Playing basket- 
ball. 


Highest Ambition: To 
go in training. 


Will be: 
teacher. 


A schoo!- 


“T don’t know wheth- 
er I can do it on not nut 
AEE Tape This one say- 
ing of Mary’s character- 
izes her at all times. It 
doesn’t matter what is 
to be done, Mary will 
try to-do its) (Sihemear- 
ways has ae cheertul 
smile for everyone. We 
hope she will always be 
as cheerful in her fu- 
ture life as she has been 
in school, 


HALLIE JOY 
HUFFMAN 


“She hath a pleasant 
word 

And a smile for every- 
one.” 


Nickname: Hallie. 


Favorite Expression: 
“Deed, I did!” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Talking to her- 
self. 


Highest Ambition: To 


be a math teacher. 


Will be: Arithmetic 
teacher. 


raiie vecame to us 
from Bridgewater in the 
fall of 1927. We heard 
that she was very Sstu- 
dious and quiet there 
and we know that she 
has kept up that tradi- 
tion here. She is g0d 
in Math; if you want to 
Know how to work a 
Plane or Solid Geometry 
problem, just go to Hal- 


lie. It will not take 
her long to explain it to 
you. She expects tu yo 


to Bridgewater College 
next fall, when she will 


begin training for her 


prospective career iii 
Mathematics. We all 
wish her success. 


JOHN LISKBY: 
HEATWOLB: 


“The habit of looking 
on the best side of ev- 
erything 

Is worth more than a 
thousand a yéar.”’ 


Nickname: “John.” 


Favorite Expression: 
“W ell—.”’ 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Working Trig. 


Highest Ambition: To 
be an admiral in the 
navy. 


Will be: A soda jer- 
Ker. 


Everybody knows 
John, for he is alwavs 
ready for a_ good tire 
and his good nature 
and pleasant disposition 
have made him famous. 
He is a dandy good 
sport and we know tne 
High School will miss 
him next year. We are 
sure he will succeed in 
everything he under- 
takes. So here’s wish- 
ing him good luck with 
plenty of success azd 
happiness. 


ALICE ROHRER 
BOLTON 


“All things are possi- 
ble to diligence ana 
skill.” 


Nickname: “Alice.” 


Favorite Expression’ 
‘Well, ll vow—.” 


Characteristic Occu- 
pation: Studying French 


Highest Ambition: To 
be a bareback rider. 


Will be School-teach- 
er. 


Alice was voted the 
most quiet girl in High 
Schooliy bu teelt Saale re 
mistake. Alice always 
has lots to say when the 
subject of Bridgewater 
High School is brought 
up. She likes to laugh 
and get other people in 
“in Dutch,” especially in 
Study Hall. Her fav- 
orite hobby is putting 
things down other peo- 
ple’s necks in English 
Class. She thinks a 
great deal of policemen 
because she just adores 
By SDIES Mate When you 
want help on your les: 
sons it’s always to Alice 
you go because you 
know she can help you. 
She has a splendid hab- 
it of always getting A’s 
and B’s. Alice is excei- 
lent in French, and we 
wish her great success 
When she begins teach- 
ing. 


SBucks AG Bhi 

At the beginning of the season in the fall, a gold football was 
offered to the boy, exclusive of the captain, who should do most 
for the team. It was understood that the boy must be faithful in 
coming out for practice, must have a good influence with the boys 
in keeping their pledge, and must be a hard worker for the suc- 
cess of the team. At the end of the football season when the com- 
mittee voted, they cast as many votes for ‘‘Jimmie’”’ as they did 
for “‘Buck.’’ Hence both boys have received rewards. 


Warren C. Karicofe was awarded 
the fountain pen and pencil set 
offered to the most outstanding 
boy in the High School. The ba- 
sis of this award was as follows:— 


“The winner must be out- 
standing in his school du- 
ties; he must be of ex- 
ceptionally high character, 
with elements of leader- 
ship; he must at all times 
set a good example to the 
student body in general; 
he must participate in at 
least one major sport, but 
it is not required that he 
shall make his letter. It 
is not necessary that he be 
an honor man in his stud- 
ies, but he must make a 
creditable record to the 
extent of satisfactorily 
passing all his work.’’ 


Warren 
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Salutatory 


RIENDS and relatives of the class of ’28, we welcome you here 
to our commencement night. We appreciate your presence, 
for we realize that your interest and encouragement 
helped us to succeed in our high school course. 

Tonight we believe that we have reached the end of a 

long road and that the goal post we have touched must have 

the word “Success” written upon it. And what is “success”? Webster 
defines it as “a favorable course or termination of anything attempted.” 
In the light of that definition, we hope that you will feel some little 
pride in our accomplishment. And yet can we be content to say that 
we have made a success—reached the end? Is this elusive thing “‘suc- 
cess’’ a static quality? Indeed not. One achievement is but a stepping- 
stone to a higher one—and so our high school education is but a foun- 
dation on which we are to build our future. It is truly not an ending 
but merely the beginning—the commencement of bigger and better 
things that we are to do. Filled with the questing spirit of old and 
armed with the confidence of our youth we shall go forth 


“To strive, to seek, to find, 
And not to yield.” 


To a great extent we are just what you have made us—we give 
you credit for our strength and want you to be proud of.us. And why 
should you have a pride in the graduating class of the Harrisonburg 
High School? It is because we belong to you and cherish those ideals 
that make character. From associations in school and acquaintances 
made with the master minds in literature we have had the proper 
standards set for us and have had the proper guidance given us in 
putting a value on things. Do you think our success in life is going to 
be counted in dollars and cents? Do you think we are seeking the 
easy, comfortable path? If you do, you do not know the stuff we are 
made of—and you have no right to be proud of us. We realize that 
we have reached manhood and womanhood and that we must face re- 
sponsibilities with cheerfulness and courage. With a marching spirit we 
heed the clarion call to “carry on’—and in the words of Browning | 
may say to us all: 


“Then welcome each rebuff 
That turns earth’s smoothness rough 
Each sting that bids, nor sit nor stand, but go 
Be our joys three parts pain! 
Strive and hold cheap the strain. 
Learn nor account the pang; do, never grude the throe.” 
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If this sounds like a lot of idealism, remember we are young yet, 
and not without romance. Like us for it. Do not think us presump- 
tious when I say that in a vague sort of way, we hope we are your ideals 
—and the living examples of your best principles of character. It is 
because we honor you and rely on you so much that we welcome you 
here tonight. 

—THOMAS BLATT 
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Class Song 


(Air: Dawn of Tomorrow) 
| 
Classes have gone on before you 
And their fame was great 
But they have never surpassed you, 
Old class of Twenty-eight; 
You'll always stand in the foreground, 
Always be hailed as the best—So 
Chorus 
We'll always love you, 
Ever be true, 
And we will back you 
In all you do— 
Ne’er tired of helping 
Praising you always, 
We'll ne’er forget you, 
Dear Class of Ours. 
I] 
Now that our classes are over 
And our knowledge won, 
We come to the gate of the future, 
Eagerly every one. 
You must forever stand by us, 
When our new life is begun—Then 
—Mary HELtTzeEv 
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Class History 


@I]]N September, 1924, the class of ’28 entered the H. H. S. To 
(590) | us it was a dream come true—to be students in high school. 
sx| For eight long years, this had been our goal and now having 
© || attained it, we felt very proud and important. 

We had not long arrived, when the Sophomores took 
notice of us, and the days that followed were ones of humilia- 
tion and fear. Adding to our discomfort was the complicated schedule 
of the classes which, incidentally, has annoyed us all through high 
school. Of course we flocked in a body to the front row during assem- 
blies in order to take in everything that was going on. This, the 
Sophs said, was due to the uneducated state of our minds, while the 
more knowing Seniors merely looked on with a smile of amusement. 


After some time, however, we became accustomed to our new sur- 
roundings and decided that high school wasn’t a bad place after all. 
For several weeks all went well until we were warned of an approaching 
horror and doom to all Freshmen—-Exams! The Sophs told us we were 
hopeless, but the Seniors reassured us by declaring “‘there was a chance 
for anyone.” We began cramming at once and by examination time, 
nothing had been left undone. Much to the surprise of everyone (in- 
cluding ourselves) we managed to pull through. Little took place 
during the last semester and with a few exceptions we passed the exams 
again. 

The next term brought with it the rank of Sophomores. With the 
coming of the “Freshies” our fun began and we had soon retaliated for 
all that we had suffered. With the exception of this novel entertain- 
ment, nothing of great significance happened during our career as 
“Sophisticated Sophomores.” 


The following September we returned with the realization that 
half of our high school course had been completed. As Juniors we 
settled down to hard work and determined to make the most of the 
remaining two years. So in the spring we began our plans for enter- 
taining the Seniors. The Reception was given in Friddle’s Grill Room 
and proved to be a very enjoyable affair. 


[t was at this time that our school magazine THE Tas, was awarded 
a cup as first prize at the second Convention of the Southern Inter- 
scholastic Press Association held at Washington and Lee University. 
Tue Tas had also taken a cup at the first Convention, but since now 
the staff was composed of seven of our own class, we had reason to feel 
especially proud of it. 

Following this event, the high school play, ‘““That’s That,’ was 


presented. A large number of us took parts, some for the choruses and 
several for leading roles. 
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Near the close of the term we received our class rings, thus breaking 
all precedents by wearing them during our Junior year. 

In the fall of ’27 we entered upon our Senior year with all the pride 
and dignity that accompanies the rank. We found that many changes 
had been made in our faculty. There were new Latin, English, French, 
and Science teachers. Having found these to our liking, we began in- 
quiring about the much-talked-of “Senior Privileges.’”” We learned 
that the Study Hall was destined to be our abode for the coming year, 
and so we took up our quarters there with a great show of dignity. 

The Kiwanians now asked us to take part in their play, “Spanish 
Moon.” We are quite certain that our delight in taking part in the 
show was equal to that of the audience in seeing it. 

Our class then received another honor. The girls’ basketball 
team of which seven of the eight members belonged to our corps, de- 
feated all teams they played and were hailed as State Champions. 

The Juniors, at this time, held a reception in our honor at the Spots- 
wood Country Club. We were royally entertained and we must 
acknowledge to the Juniors that they gave one of the best programs 
ever held at a Junior-Senior banquet. 

Then came the most interesting event of the year—our high school 
play, “The Rose of Tokio.” As the name implies, it was a Japanese 
musical comedy. With its odd costumes, exceptional music, and enter- 
taining scenes, it is not to be wondered at that it was declared one 
of the best of high school productions. 

And now our own glorious commencement is at hand, the event 
towards which we have worked for twelve years. As true of any grad- 
uates, both triumph and sorrow now fill our hearts—triumph in that 
we have achieved our aim, sorrow in that time has brought to a close 
our happy high school days. Yes, commencement has ended a history 
that has meant more to us than any other history—for these days 
are graven into our lives in memory’s pages that will ever be a lasting 
record of times that cannot be lived again. 

—WaARREN KARICOFE 
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Class Prophecy 


NE day as we were strolling through the streets of Cairo, a 
sign on one of the doorways arrested our attention. It read 
“See Your Future in the Crystal Ball.’’ We tapped lightly on 
the door, and it swung back almost instantly, as if by 
magic. A servant informed us that the Crystal Gazer would 
‘see us at once. After following the servant through many 

long, dark, soft-carpeted passages, we were ushered into the presence 
of a wizened old man dressed in an oriental robe. He had a long 
white beard, and around his head he wore a turban. He was sitting 
in a small booth which was brightly lighted and in front of him on a 
tiny stand was the Crystal Ball. We told him we would like to see 
what the Future had in store for the class of ’28. He motioned us to 
be seated; then closed his eyes and mumbled a few magic words. By 
peering into its mystic depths as he turned the Ball we could recognize 
our old classmates. 

At the first whirl of the Crystal we saw our old class president, 
Frances Ralston, a basketball coach, busy “balling out” some high 
school freshmen in the S. T. C. gym. We shed a few sympathetic 
tears for the poor freshmen, and the Oriental gave the Ball, a second 
turn, which brought the Rockingham Memorial Hospital into view. 
Here a nurse was rushing frantically around looking for Dr. Elizabeth 
Lowenbach. It seemed though that Elizabeth had an important date 
that she couldn’t possibly break, so the patient had to wait. 

Next appeared Julia Duke, who was addressing the student body 
of a large university, where she was Dean of Women. 

Another turn of the Ball brought us face to face with a successful 
business man, the president of a firm comparable to Sears & Roebuck. 
This man was none other than Warren Kiracofe. 

When the Egyptian turned the Ball again, we noticed lights flash- 
ing off and on and realized that we were looking at Broadway. It 
was the opening night of the famous opera, “Rigoletto,” and “Buck’”’ 
Mathias who had figured as Ying Po in “The Rose of Tokio” was 
continuing to please his audience with his tenor voice—but singing here 
to a crowd more vast than ever thronged Assembly Hall. 

The Ball turned again. At a big Northern school a track meet 
was being held and just then Georgia Shank, in characteristic good 
style, came puffing up to the Judges’ stand to receive a large silver 
cup for winning the sixty-yard dash. 

Other revolutions of the Ball brought us into view of several school 
rooms, where we saw Mary Heltzel, Alice Bolton, and Hallie Huffman 
teaching the “young hopefuls” of this country. 


Louise Yancey appeared next. She was cooking a steak—for 
George, of course. 
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The Ball gave a terrific jerk. Naturally we expected to see some- 
thing very exciting, but it was only Grattan Lineweaver, a farmer 
now, and so successful that he didn’t even know what a potato bug 
looked like. 


Another jerk, and a vista opened across the mountain at Luray, 
where we saw Frieda Huffman married and happy. 

Once more a turn of the Ball. This time we saw Louie Claybrook, 
a famous doctor, performing a serious operation and flirting with the 
nurse at the same time. That proved that he was very accomplished. 

Next we saw Naoma Hisey, private secretary to Rockefeller, Jr., 
knocking off a letter on the typewriter at a great speed. 

But who was this puzzled-looking, nice-looking gentleman that we 
now beheld? It was none other than Tommy Davis. He had the 
appearance of a prosperous business man—we wondered if his puzzled 
expressions was due to his still wondering which was his left foot! 

Well, another hospital! Here we beheld Anna Lyons Sullivan and 
Edith Leake, nurses, ministering with loving care to the suffering. 

Then, would you believe it, we recognized our old friends Margaret 
Spitzer now manager of a department in a large dry goods store in 
Philadelphia. 

The Ball whirled around again and revealed Earle Heatwole travel- 
ing from city to city giving concerts. Accompanying him on his 
tour was Virginia Harlin, who had succeeded the famous pipe organist, 
Jesse Crawford, and who was now making records for the Victor 
Company on the Wurlitzer Organ. 


As the Ball turned slowly we recognized John Heatwole, now 
an admiral on the World’s Largest Steamer. Then the scene suddenly 
changed to Hollywood. There we saw Tommy Blatt, a famous actor 
and rival of Lon Chaney. He was at work on a second production of 
“The Hunchback of Notre Dame.” 

The next of our classmates to appear were Mamie O’Donnell and 
Ada Davis. Both had married millionaires and were taking life easy, 
dressed in furs and riding along in Rolls Royces. 

Presently we beheld Ruth Mabee on a tennis court. She had just 
defeated Helen Wills and the crowd was cheering her wildly. 

Soon we saw in a large laboratory Kermit Dovel, renowned chem- 
ist, completing an experiment which would rid the world of flies. In 
this occupation he was interestedly watched by his friend, Howard 
Allen, now a famous electrical engineer. 

Another whirl of the Ball, and we saw Sue Ralston, a Home Ec 
teacher. At the very moment we saw her she was instructing the girls 
on the safest and quickest method of opening a can of sardines. 

Abruptly the scene changed. Whom but Goldie Burkholder should 
we next glimpse. Bravo! We knew you had talent, Goldie. Here she 
was graduating from Peabody Conservatory of Music with high honors. 
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And now the next scene presented to us Frances Dovel and Norma 
Kiracofe. They were both married and more or less settled. Frances 
more; Norma less. 

Well, yes—of course, Ethel Shoemaker was married—settled too 
we think—yes, married to Bob. Who elser And as for me, | was a 
poor struggling artist in New York. 

When this last picture had faded from our sight, the Ball became 
very cloudy. We watched it for a few minutes, and presto! the Ball 
was as clear as a Crystal and the only things reflected in its mirrored 
surface were the rich hangings and tapestries of the room. 

The Old Man muttered his thanks for the gold pieces we left 
and rang for the servant who bowed us out into sunshine of the out- 
side world. | . 
—ELIZABETH OTT 
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Class Poem 


For four years we have studied 
And laboured hard and long. 
Now comes to us a moment 
Which our hearts would prolong. 


These happy days are ended; 

We regard with saddened gaze 
The passing of our pleasures, 

And our happy high school days. 


Before us lies the future 
With its fortunes to be won, 
With its sorrow, and its gladness, 
For our life has but begun. 


Within our hearts forever 
All our teachers will we hold; 
And where e’er we go, we'll cherish 
Them, whose gifts are manifold. 


Loved schoolmates, when we leave you, 

Pray remember us awhile, 
And our mutual joys and trials— 

Things which made us sob and smile. 
Now is the time of parting, 

Our high school days are past; 
Commencement—graduation— 

These fruits are ours at last! 

—ELIZABETH LOEWENBACH 
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The Grumbler 


“Such a life as we must live: 
No where to go but out, 

No where to come but in, 
Nothing to breathe but air, 
Nothing to eat but food.” 


® ND after we have studied, played, praised, grumbled, worked, 
and passed, we have nothing left to do but graduate. 

| have heard the whole Senior class grumbling because 
it is graduating. We have worked hard all these years to 
reach this goal, and after we've attained it, we don’t care 
to accept it. Just think—if we did not graduate this year, 
we would go to school in the new High School building next year. And 
because we are leaving the old H. H. S. we will never be in another of 
its shows such as “That’s That” or “The Rose of Tokio.” We will 
never play in another of its thrilling football, baseball, or basketball 
games. We will never sit in Study Hall again and study or have a 
good time as the case may be. 

But our mutual woes are not half so heart-rending as some of 
those of our individual members. 

There is Ada Davis—graduation for her means that she will take 
no more basketball trips to Charlottesville. Indeed all the girls on the 
team are outraged because they were not presented a championship 
banner after they had won the right to it. 

But the worst of graduation is this—Frances Rolston in one of 
her characteristic moods forgot to announce the Senior privileges, and ° 
so we have been deprived of them all year. 

Yet Grattan Lineweaver, for one, can’t be worried about that, be- 
cause women take up too much of his time. 

The Seniors aren’t the only ones who are grumbling. The Juniors 
are very downcast because they can’t entertain us again next year. 
And I must say we are in hard luck because we can’t go to another 
of their receptions. It is too bad that it isn’t possible to have more 
than one such reception a year. 

Buddy Mauzy is worn out with collecting money and getting ads 
for the school. He has succeeded remarkably well this year, and we 
hope he hasn’t worn out the generous public. 

Louise Yancey is dissatisfied because there are only three study 
periods a day in which to talk. Charley Ney doesn’t see it that way. He 
thinks there should be more than twenty-four hours a day to use for 
studying. Julia Duke thinks something should be done so that more 
than four years of Latin could be taken in one’s high school course. 
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Mrs. Stanley has been complaining because there aren’t enough 
boards in her room to fill up with history tests. We understand she 
is not the only one who is complaining about the history tests. 

Speaking of tests, we understand that Mr. Fitzhugh is grumbling 
because he can’t flunk us anymore in chemistry. 

Tests, tests, tests. It seems that that is all we hear. The teachers 
think it is terrible that we don’t study more. We think it is worse 
that they give so many lessons to study. Thank goodness, we have had 
three study periods a day. The lower classmen are going to have a 
streak of hard luck. They will have five hour periods a day next 
year. We can be thankful for small favors; at least we miss that. 

The whole cast of “The Rose of Tokio” thought it was terrible 
that it did not miss more class periods to practice. But even without 
that we had a good show. 

Bob Reilly is peeved because he hasn’t the knack of making 
love on the stage as he can on the back seat of a car. 

And Howard Whetzel regrets that Virginia Harlin can run so fast 
while he is under the influence of the Japanese rose. 

Anna Lyons doesn’t see why we don’t have a hockey team that she 
could manage. But we all want to ask why don’t we have more of 
everything we haven'tr 

All the girls sympathize with each other. If you chanced to be 
around while a physical education class was in progress, you would 
find out, and without having to secure an interview, that it was all a 
big “suck-in.” It wouldn’t be half bad if we had a gym, lockers, and 
other essentials for this work. We know that all will be different next 
year, but that doesn’t help us any. What makes the thing less endur- 
able is the fact that the boys are missing this phase of school life. 

Buck Mathias thinks life is becoming unbearable here because 
there are no more girls to fall for him. 

And Jimmie Vance regrets that there aren’t any more teachers to 
bluff or any more girls to string. We hate to say that there are many 
more who are victims of this complex. | 

The high school is sorry that it doesn’t have an orchestra to 
accompany Norma Kiracofe while she is entertaining the Study Hall 
by imitating Marion Talley. 

Mr. Keister has told us of some of the arrangements for the rooms 
in the new building. He says the typing room will be separated from 
the commercial room by a glass partition. Have you ever heard worser 
What good times we have often had because Miss Herwig couldn’t see 
through brick! 

Now that the games have all been played for this season, we 
hear some people complaining because they didn’t come out to them. 
They should be glad they didn’t come because the deafening cheers of 
the large throngs that always attended the games might have affected 
seriously their hearing. 


28 THE Tags 


I don’t suppose any boys will be seen out at the basketball games 
next year because they will not be played in the H. S. T. C. gym. 

But it is all over for us now. We are being thrust out into a 
cruel hard world, and the world doesn’t know what is coming. 

We are sorry that we have to give up our place as Seniors to the 
Juniors, but we hope they profit by our experiences. 

Since I have grumbled about the Freshmen, Sophomores, Juniors, 
Seniors, faculty, and the outside world, I suppose there is nothing left 
to do but to sit down. 

—GEORGIA SHANK 


THE Tay 29 


Valedictory 


have been chosen to say goodbye for the Class of 1928. We 

have come here tonight with varied feelings, some of us 
merely glad to be escaping the work connected with our 
high school life, others who have gotten the best from their 
four years, feeling a little sadness at the thought of leaving 
high school. 

During our school life everything has not been pleasant. There 
has often been friction between us in our work. But nowhere can 
there be found a group of people who can work together without at least 
a few disagreements now and then. Yet in spite of these clashes, or 
I might say because of them, we have been drawn into closer compan- 
ionship with each other. In learning to cooperate with others and work 
peacefully with them, we have been able to get nearer to them, to see 
their point of view, and to discover that we are not always infallible 
in our judgments and opinions. This will be valuable training for 
life, because we are going to find that out in the world everyone is not 
going to think and act just as we do, and we will find many situations 
to which we will have to adjust ourselves. 

We have had teachers during our high school days, who have 
done a great deal to inspire us to higher aims and ideals. They have 
aided us incalculably, sometimes by their example alone, or at other 
times by some individual help or advice that they have given us on 
some difficult problem which was facing us, and we can only in part 
express our gratitude to them. 

Tonight we are saying goodbye to our classmates. To some of 
these we will in all probability, be saying farewell forever, since we will 
go separate ways and may never come in contact with each other 
again. Nevertheless we will always like to remember them, remember 
our pleasures working and playing together here these few years. 

As we are leaving high school to become further prepared to 
meet real life, let us carry with us the high ideals we have formed 
here, and let us keep always with us the spirit of our Alma Mater. One 
thing we must remember is the fact that it is for us to decide what our 
futures are going to be, that our lives will be what we make them. Let 
us keep before us the significance of these lines: 

“To every man there openeth 

A Way, and Ways, and a Way. 

And the High Soul Climbs the High Way, 

And the Low Soul gropes the Low, 

And in between the misty flats 

The rest drift to and fro. 

But to every man there openeth 

A High Way and a Low, 

And every man decideth 

The way bis soul shall go.” —Juia Lois DUKE 
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Black Rain 


(Awarded first prizge—Taj Short Story Contest) 


=, |AIN, black rain. Dripping, dripping, ever dripping—falling, 
eR 4 falling on the hard, coarse Russian soil—black soil. Black 
rain. 


» Mey Ivan sat in his worn, weather-beaten peasant home. 
[| Lonesome—lonesome. Little Peter sat in a corner. Quiet 
—fearful. [van glared bitterly at Peter. But for him, SHE would 
be here—but SHE had gone—had left him when she gave him Peter, 
his son. His son! What a mockery! That frail, timid boy, his son! Not 
the big husky lad he had dreamed of and prayed for. A whimpering 
boy—and SHE had gone in order to give him that. Fierce hatred 
against Peter burned within him. Six years! God! Alone—ever alone. 
Working, toiling—for what? Nothing. Poverty. 
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Another day lost. Rain—and in a few days the ground would 
be once more barren and dry. Ploughing to do. Trudging in hard 
soil—black soil—alone. 

Ivan was ploughing. Steady, rhythmic ploughing. Peter stood 
watching him, fearful and useless. Beads of perspiration stood out 
on Ivan’s forehead. Work and labor—work and labor. Hard work. 
Sapping out man’s strength—draining and draining. 

Ivan stopped and threw himself on the ground. Sweet-smelling, 
but cruel—cruel—relentless—unmerciful. Peter watched, fearful— 
afraid—always frightened—always cringing. Ivan looked at Peter. 
Peter drew back. It infuriated Ivan. Hs son drawing back. He 
laughed, a coarse, ugly laugh, and walked over to the boy. A white 
heat of anger surged through his being. Lifting his foot, he kicked the 
boy. Another laugh. The boy screamed—then sobbed. Sobbed— 
the tears wracking and tearing his little body. He turned and ran, on 
and on—no place—nowhere, just on and on. 

It was now growing dark. Ivan wondered why Peter did not 
return. The boy was afraid of the dark—then why wasn’t he here? 
Ivan gazed around. Toward the east he saw dots—tiny dots. Who 
could it be—coming from that way—where no one had been for years? 
The objects grew larger and larger. Ivan ran toward them. They 
were carrying something. What was itr God! It was Peter, a broken, 
bleeding, bundle. Hzs son Peter! Dazed, he heard voices— 

“Running down road—horses—ran in front—dead.”’ 

Dead! Oh, Lord! Peter—dead. Dead! 

Somehow, Ivan stumbled into the house after the men. They 
gently laid the still figure on the hard cot. Bewildered, Ivan saw them 
leave. He was alone—and Peter was dead. He sank beside the cot. 
Dry sobs crowded through his body. His eyes were dry—the tears 
could not come. Vaguely, he thought of Peter’s childhood days—bit- 
ter days—those. He had made them so. Suddenly, Ivan realized that 
he had killed Peter, He had been the cause of HER son’s death. Hea 
murderer! Horror shone from his eyes—he—a murderer! He glanced 
at little Peter—so still, so white. Dead! Peter had gone to HER—and 
left him alone. His Peter—to HER. 

Ivan slowly rose—then stooped over the cold body and pressed 
a kiss on the white forehead. Tears flowed freely now, and Ivan sank 
to the ground and sobbed out his agony to the Soul of little Peter. 


As Ivan threw the last shovelful of earth on Peter’s grave, the sky 
grew cloudy. It rained—black rain,—dripping, steadily dripping— 
falling, falling on the hard coarse Russian soil—black soil. Ivan 
raised his face, letting the rain wet his brow. He gazed at the sky, 
clear, white sky, then noticed the rain. It was no longer black—it was 
white, pure white, clean white rain, now. White rain, softly falling 
against Ivan’s upturned face. 

—Rosa LEE SPECTOR 


EPA Yop te THE TAs 


To Every Man 
(Awarded Second Prige—Taj Short Story Contest) 


Gee! I wish they’d can that stuff.” 

A boy of twelve, small for his years, ragged of hat brim 
and trousers, turned from a poster he had been reading: 
“Queen of Apple Blossom Festival. Her father is president 
of Union Mine. Her mother was a daughter of Secretary 
Teaberry’—turned to confront a slender man clothed in 
scout master’s clothing, watching him queerly. The boy continued, 
addressing the man: 

“Yes, it makes me d—— tired. I wish they'd get sick on it too. 
| work every minute over to Jelleff’s carrying in fuel, fetching back 
ashes—trying from dark till dark again, trying to please everybody 
and where’ll | get? I don’t even know who my father is—don’t know 
if my mother is anybody either. What chance have I gotr” | 

The man addressed was none other than the son of wealthy par- 
ents—a man determined to make his own destiny by developing 
through sheer pluck and hard work the bent of his own will—the 
founder, president, and teacher of a boy’s private school. There 
well-to-do parents who didn’t want to be bothered too much with 
technique of child training sent their unmanageable ten and twelve 
year old sons to be instructed by the young professor and his efficient 
assistants. Unconsciously the man measured his steps to the boy. 

“Where zs your mother, lad?’ 

“Lord, I don’t know. I just can see—dim like, my mother in an 
apron gathered all around her waist, and my sister standing in a door 
when I| drove away in Jelleff’s car—full of windows, you know?” 

“And you don’t know where your sister is either?” 

“Lord, Lord, how’d I know? That might be her there. I imagine 
she'd look about like that,” he indicated with a grimy finger a little 
girl in a soiled torn dress. “All I remember is her hair—it was like 
Sorrell’s mane—you know—that’s the pony the boy drives over to 
Jelleff’s.”’ 

“No, I don’t know. But I’m going to see the pony now, and per- 
haps it may help us find your mother and sister.” 


“Oh, I suppose Mother is some where crying. That is what she did 
most all the time—cry.” 


“Was your mother sick ?” 
: iste her head. She kept it tied up all the time with a white 
and.” 
“Son, wouldn‘t you like to come with me and go to school? | 


ee cite of boys, like you. What else can you do besides carry 
ashes: 
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“You can’t kid me. I guess they're not like me. I don’t go to 
school.” 

“Who taught you to readr” the professor asked. 

“Oh Sis sometimes—and Maw. By the way mister, | didn’t answer 
your question. I can do most anything that’s work—Gee! I can cook 
—you ought to seet the taters | fry for myself. So if you’re not kiddin’ 
Ill cook for you and go to your school when I’m not cookin’. If I get 
anything from you I’m going to have to pay for it, least | ain’t got 
nothing I haven’t paid for yet. But let’s go—right on now though. 
Old Jelleff won’t let me go if he knows it. I started to run off once but 
he brought me back and spanked me like the dickens. You've got 
cookin’ things, have your” 

“All right, son, we won't run off, this time. We'll be fair and 
square about it. And perhaps Mr. Jelleff will be glad to meet our 
terms.” 

The professor found that the boy had not been adopted. He was 
“put out” because the widowed mother was ill and unable to do enough 
work to support her two children. She applied at that time as assis- 
tant housekeeper for a family on Vane Avenue—didn’t know where she 
was at present—there had been a girl—she kept the girl with her. The 
man admitted rather reluctantly that since the boy's mother moved 
away with the family that employed her, she had written at intervals 
trying to keep in touch with her son, but business, preoccupation, etc. 
had caused him to neglect answering her letters. He consented just 
as reluctantly when the professor asked to be allowed the custody of 
the boy that he might be given the advantage of a good school. 

The professor accompanied his new charge to the basement which 
served its occupant as kitchen, dining-room, and bed-room. Gathering 
his few belongings stored there, the boy started blithely away, then 
stopped. 

“T guess I’m not sorry to leave anything here—unless—”’ he hesi- 
tated, and picked up a small chair sturdily and expertly made. “May- 
be I could take this. I made it, and the man painting the garage gave 
me the paint.” 

“T think you might,” the professor told him. “Ask Mr. Parrows 
when you say good bye to him.” 

“Yes, I expect, maybe, I’d better tell old—I mean Mr. Parrows 
good bye. I hope he'll be as glad as | am. He wasn’t much good to 
me, but I don’t believe he knows anything about boys. Do your” 

“I guess he wasn’t very anxious about me—goinr” the boy said 
a moment later as he sped along whistling, several steps ahead of his 
benefactor. “Said he didn’t know as any meddlin’ professor had more 
right to me than he had. Gee! I didn’t give him no time to change his 
mind.” 

Chester Brandt knew boys. They followed him. The son of an 
immensely wealthy father, he nevertheless chose to start his career as 
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teacher in a boys private school. After two years experience he opened 
a school with himself its lone director and instructor. Moneyed men 
sent their sons to be trained by him. One parent provided a large 
sum in excess of tuition if the young professor would return a better 
disciplined son, a boy obedient to home rule at the close of the term. 
The youth shared his instructors bachelor quarters. They studied, 
hiked, ate, and talked together. The father was so well pleased with 
the result that he doubled the amount he first offered as reimburse- 
ment. Into this exclusive school came William Blount—waif—ill for- 
tune’s favorite child. So well disciplined were the boys that only a 
few stared and no one jeered, as William, timid at once, walked through 
the corridor by the professor’s side. 

William dined alone with Chester Brandt after he had bathed and 
dressed himself in the new suit he was to pay for with his wages as 
assistant to the cook. His room with its single white bed, wardrobe, 
small table and chiffonier adjoined the professor’s. 

“William,” the professor addressed his small protege. “I want you 
to go to bed and sleep until | call you.” 

“All right, Mr. Brandt, but won’t you call me “Bill’?” 

“T’ll call you ‘Bill,’ and, when just you and | are together, you may 
call me ‘Chester’. But in the schoolroom and in company, Bill, you 
must call me ‘Mr. Brandt’.” 

It didn’t seem incongruous to call the young professor by his first 
name. As he stood at moderate height, his slender athletic figure taste- 
fully clothed in spring flannels, his clear eyes frankly clean, feet, hands 
and hair perfectly groomed, he seemed not unlike a boy himself despite 
his thirty-six years. 

Bill had gone to his room. 

Chester sat by his reading lamp, the evening paper before him, 
when a pair of arms were thrown around his neck, crushing his soft 
shirt collar while he was kissed again and again. 

With the exception of his mother and sister, no one’s lips had ever 
touched Chester Brandt’s face. And before he could recover from his 
astonishment, he saw Bill as he sped through the door. He knew it was 
a burst of the same gratitude in Bill’s big heart which gulped at the 
thought of leaving the little chair, and a bond, stronger and deeper 
still, lay between the man and the boy. 

In the field, and woods, and camp, they spent the summer together, 
Bill ever responding to the kindness which lay beneath the firmness in 
the quiet voice the boys knew and trusted, and all the while Chester 
Brandt had been quietly searching for the mother and sister of the boy. 
He felt that Mr. Parrows had selfishly kept the boy from his mother. 
He planned to employ her as housekeeper, but his redoubled efforts 
brought no information. 

Honest and sincere, Bill made good at every task. He made quick 
response to example, and possessed of rare sympathy, tact, and com- 
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mon sense there could have been no finer example than. Chester 
Brandt’s. Brandt School had no more brilliant scholar, and when a 
challenging troup of debaters asked Brandt School to meet them, Bill 
was one of those selected. His argument was clean and forceful; it 
stirred the ire of his opponent. 

In a gale of applause Brandt School was declared victor, and Bill 
its strongest winner. 

Chester at last discovered the whereabouts of Mrs. Biount and 
her daughter. The mother, her health improved, was acting as matron 
of a girls’ academy, while her daughter was a student in the institution. 
Bill was overjoyed at the news and went to them at once with Chester’s 
invitation to make Brandt School their home. He found that his 
mother had been searching for him also. She knew he would be much 
older, but she was not expecting the confident easy mannered youth who 
came to her, as the little, ragged boy she was forced to part from years 
ago. His changing bass voice had mellowed into a rich baritone. In 
every respect, Bill was the equal of his sister eight years his senior, and 
Chester was proud and glad to welcome the trio several days later. 

He accepted patiently the mother’s oft repeated thanks for the 
marvelous opportunity he had given her son, but his gaze dwelt longest 
on the earnest eyes of Patricia. 

In the evening, when the world sent out a dewey, golden, fragrant 
challenge for happiness, it was Pat, and not Bill who accompanied 
Chester. When they hiked through the woods, or climbed a green hill 
to watch a pink sunset, it was Pat, who beside Chester Brandt, her sor- 
rel hair catching the woodsy fragrance of the wind, reflected the rapture 
and beauty of all the world in her flowing eyes. 

Chester returned from one of these strolls to find Bill alone at the 
end of the path leading down to the blue strip of ocean trying to re- 
concile himself to the change. 

He glanced up dully as Chester came softly down from behind, 
and laid his arm about his shoulders. 

For several moments neither spoke, then Bill asked impatiently 
— “Well?” 

“What were you thinking, Bill?” 

“IT was thinking that the water is higher here since the tide came 


“Naturally,’”” smiled Chester. 

“What are you thinking of?” Bill asked, willing to please at last. 

“That life offers a wonderful reward for living it right. Doesn’t 
it, Bill?” 

“Now, I know what’s wrong with you, mister, you’re in love with 
my sister.” Chester laughed: “Now listen here, you keep still.” Then 
dropping into Bill’s phraseology. “J’m to spring this first, remember. 
But whether she says ‘yes or ‘no’ you’ve found something, Bill, you'll 
never lose.” 
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“I know what that is, too,—a real friend.” And he walked away, 
his hand chucked under Chester’s arm, going toward his home at 
Brandt School simply as he had done it four years ago. 

To every man there comes a time 
When heart calls heart and souls respond; 
For man was made for love not greed, 
And honor, for the image’s God's. 
—GLADYS SENGER 


Oh to be Eighty 


(Awarded third prizge—Taj Short Story Contest) 


>| H! Rags doggie, you look so supremely happy. I guess you 
(| could go on living this same life forever—take a walk every 
day, eat three meals, and go to bed, but | don’t blame you 
a bit; if I could get a kick out of running after sticks and 
bringing them back triumphantly, I would be happy too. | 
know if it wasn’t for you I’d go crazy. You are the only 
thing that saves my reason and if we could go mad together I might 
try it anyway, but they’d only shoot you and put me in the funny 
house without you. Honestly old Granddaddy didn’t know how he 
was punishing me. If | could only get out and do something worth 
while in the world I wouldn’t miss him so; but of course, I’m going 
to do what he asked me, just the same, and I’m going to try to do it 
cheerfully.” 

The dog tried to look sympathetic but needed only a little en- 
couragement to scamper off in glee for another stick, and Peggy’s sym- 
pathy was aroused enough to play with him. 

Sympathy was Peggy Fairfax’s strong point, and that was her 
trouble now, because she had no one to lavish it upon. Having lost 
her mother and father before she was twelve, she had grown up in her 
grandfather’s home; they had loved each other very tenderly and her 
chief joy was to make him comfortable in the last years of his life. 
In the long talks they had had about her future, they had agreed that 
nursing was her calling, for though she had some property she was 
anxious to make something worthwhile of her life. While the grand- 
father dreaded to think of her out in the world, still he knew she would 
be happier with something useful to do. He had begged her into a 
promise to stay in the old house at least six months after his death, 
then with the advise of her doctor friend, who was a neighbor, she might 
find the best place in which to be trained. 

The days were growing tiresome and there were still three months 
to endure, but Peggy was a brave girl and these fits of depression were 
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few and far between; so running and racing through the twilight with 
Rags she soon reached her home which was kept by an old couple who 
had lived with them for many years. 


On reaching home she was delighted to find a letter from her friend, 
Dr. Lind, who was spending six weeks in New York at a clinic, and the 
contents of this letter gave her something to thing about. One para- 
graph read thus: “I found a friend of mine, John Scott, in a sanitarium 
today, all crippled up with rheumatism—and miserable besides. Don’t 
see how he can possibly get well in this abominable climate, so I am 
sending him down to my house until | come home, which will be in 
about two weeks. Of course he is bringing his own Chinese servant, 
who can cook and do everything that is necessary for him and old 
Miranda will take care of the house just as she has been doing. | think 
with the warm weather and the change, that by the time I get home 
he'll be ready for you to cheer him up some. Even now he might enjoy 
some of Mandy’s good broths and desserts.” 


Peggy folded her letter with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Here 
was exactly what she was looking for, some one to sympathize with. 


“| don’t see why I should wait until Dr. Lind comes home; it seems 
to me the poor old man would need company now more than he will 
when the doctor comes.”’ 

And so the evening passed quickly with the anticipation of having 
some real work for the morrow. She couldn’t resist peeping out of the 
window when he arrived that night, and her heart ached when she saw 
how helpless he was and felt how lonely he must be with only a ser- 
vant for company. 

She lay awake thinking of all the things that had pleased her grand- 
father, and across the hedge John Scott lay cursing his rheumatism. 
Dr. Lind, his servant, and the world in general. He was a young engi- 
neer who had an important job ahead of him and didn’t know how soon 
this rheumatism would let up on him so he could swing it. He was so 
anxious to get well that he gladly accepted Dr. Lind’s invitation to 
try a warmer climate, but he was wondering tonight how he could stand 
the two weeks until the doctor came. 

“It’s a darn good thing I’m alone. I’m not fit company for any- 
body.” 

Next morning just as soon as Peggy thought he could possibly be 
awake, she hurried across and knocked on the door and was met by 
Hop Lee, the Chinese servant. 

“Good morning,” said Peggy, “‘and how is the sick gentleman this 
morning. I want so much to do something for him.” 

Stolid Hop Lee repeated what he had just heard up stairs, “He 
fleel likee debil. Eighty years old.” 

“Oh! I had no idea he was that old! I know exactly what he 
would like done for him. What can he eat?” 
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Now Hop Lee was dreading trying to please this finicky patient 
and he saw a way to good food. 

‘He eatee all samee. Trouble in he legs.” 

“I’m going right back and bring him a nice breakfast.” 

When Hop Lee returned to his patient, John said, “Hop Lee, who 
was that talking to your” . He had already decided that the visitor 
had a very sweet voice. 

“Pitty lady. Bling blekfast,” boasted Hop Lee. 

“1 don’t understand who it can be, but don’t let her come in 
here.” 

So when Peggy returned with the tempting breakfast, just such as 
her grandfather adored, she was stopped with: 

“You no come in. He too clondfound miserable.” 

“Oh! but I am coming in. I know how to take care of old men be- 
cause my grandfather was old and sick, and I made him very happy.” 

“He slay ‘No’.” . 

“But. I-say “Yes.” 

And John Scott had just time enough to duck under the cover, 
which brought forth a terrific groan, because he was not used to such 
quick movements, when Peggy came in the door. 

“Oh! dear Mr. Scott, you must let me come and make you com- 
fortable until Dr. Lind comes back. I just need someone to love and 
pet, for my own dear grandfather whom I have waited on for years 
has just been called to heaven.” 

A voice from under the cover said, “Yes, yes, a little later when 
Dr. Lind comes.” 

‘No! you need me right now to take your mind off your suffering. 
| shall bring my victrola over here and play all the records grand- 
father used to like. He did enjoy “When You and I Were Young, Mag- 
gie’ and “Silver Threads Among the Gold” so much. I can sing too 
and I know lots of lovely hymns, lullabies, and ballads, and I know 
[ can make you so much more comfortable if you’ll just let me rub 
the pain away.” 

There was a sudden earthquake under the covers and another 
groan, “Oh! no! none of that.” 

“All right, we'll get better acquainted after while. I’ll go home 
and let your servant give you your breakfast and make you comfort- 
able and I'll come back this afternoon and entertain you some and 
you must just treat me like I was your own granddaughter.” 

Then John Scott did some hard thinking. That was a mighty 
sweet voice to have around you for two weeks, and he would be more 
lonesome than ever after he had heard it. Should he spend two weeks 
with Hop Lee or have this lovely little granddaughter take care of him? 
He knew he should tell her, but the devil triumphed and he suddenly 
developed rheumatism in new places that caused his face and hands to 
be bandaged so that he might be really eighty and welcome his after- 
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noon visitor as a long lost granddaughter. This was easy to do be- 
cause even Miranda hadn't seen him and she would have nothing to 
do with Hop Lee. 

And so two weeks went by with happy “grandfather” and happy 
“granddaughter.” John thoroughly enjoyed his afternoons but he paid 
dearly for them by worrying as to what the outcome would be when 
the doctor arrived. To be sure he grew tired of hearing “Silver Threads 
Among the Gold’ and would have enjoyed much more hearing selec- 
tions from the latest musical comedies, but neither his eyes nor his ears 
were bandaged and that face and that voice was all a man could desire. 

On one thing he was still the cantankerous old man. He would not 
have his hands held or his head rubbed, and she knew old folks were 
often cranky and did not insist. 

But all good things must end and the night arrived that the doctor 
was to come. Peggy was jubilant but John was developing a tempera- 
ture. Worry was doing its work and Dr. Lind found a patient on the 
border of delirium when he arrived. Peggy had slipped back after 
supper and met him at the door and utterly ignoring his surprise at 
seeing her there said, “Oh, Doctor, he has been doing so well but in 
the last few days he seems to have grown worse. He’s growing fever- 
ish and I’m uneasy about him.” 

“Oh, I am sorry but don’t worry, he'll be all right. I’ll go right 
up and see him; this thing usually runs its course in six weeks.” 


Dr. Lind did find a right sick young man, who poured all his 
troubles into the doctor’s ear and said that if Peggy didn’t forgive 
him he did not want to live and was so wrought up that the doctor said 
he would go over and talk to her but he couldn’t promise him that 
she’d forgive him because he had done very wrong. 


Peggy was over at her house wondering why she was so attached 
to this old gentleman and dreading the time when he would be well 
enough to leave, when Dr. Lind came to the door and said he wanted to 
have a talk with her. 


What she heard was a terrible blow to Peggy because she was very 
straightforward herself, and had done what she did out of the kindness 
of her heart and she was bitterly resentful. The doctor did the best he 
could but she said that the kindest thing John Scott could do would be 
to get well and get away as soon as possible. She was ashamed to con- 
fess even to herself that the hurt was deeper because of the strange at- 
traction he had for her. 


When Dr. Lind went back without her and with a sober look on 
his face John Scott gave up to delirium caused by the terrible strain and 
called constantly, “Oh! Peggy, forgive!” till by morning Dr. Lind 
was very uneasy about him and felt that brain fever was very close. 

Peggy had not slept any that night and when the doctor came in 
the door and said, “Peggy, I think I should tell you that John is ser- 
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iously sick and unless you go over and his mind is relieved | fear the 
consequences. He has suffered enough to pay many times for what he 
did.” 

When Peggy went in the room and saw all the bandages removed, 
her face was crimson with mortification but she recognized that he was 
indeed desperately ill so she began to sing, not “Silver Threads Among 
the Gold,” but “Indian Love Call’ and the restless tossing ceased and 
with one, “Oh, Peggy, you have forgiven,’ he dropped off to sleep. 

Peggy nursed him back to health and there was no further objec- 
tion to holding his hands or stroking his head, but that is all Peggy’s 
nursing career ever amounted to. 


—JEAN WILTON 
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SPRING 


Blow your breath upon the water, 
Lovely spring, lovely spring. 

Brighten up the world, your mater, 
Lovely spring. 

All the earth is growing restless, 

And the flowers are waiting breathless 

For your rippling words of comfort, 
“T am Spring.” 


Clear the way, ve winter shadows, 
Stand aside, stand aside! 
Dancing lightly ‘cross the meadows 
Trips the Bride. 
From her fingers falls the sunshine; 
Through the brown earth peeps the columbine, 
While the Lady breathes forth gently, 
“IT am Spring.” 


Let the old folks, youths and maidens, 
Laugh and play, laugh and play— 
Cast away their heavy burdens; 
Come, be gay! 
Greet each person with a smile, 
And you'll find life’s quite worthwhile, 
Like the flowers, smiling, nodding— 
Welcome, Spring. 
ELIZABETH Moyers 


TWILIGHT 


The lamp of the world was burning low. 
The clouds were tinged with gold, 

The sky o’er head was rose and blue, 
And the wind was growing cold. 


The stars came out one by one 
And twinkled up on high, 
The moon peeped out from behind a cloud 
And started across the sky. 
Long shadows fell across the world, 
The sun had gone afar, 
For night had folded its curtain 
And pinned it with a star. 
—Mary HELTZeEt 
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On the first and second of May 
A show was given that was gay, 
With dancing and humor, with beautiful girls, 
And music that all in charms quickly whirls. 
It was The Rose of Tokio. 


A snappy and nimble director had we 
Filled with fun and laughter and frivolity, 
From morning till noon and most half the night, 
We practiced because it just had to be right. 
it was The Rose of Tokio. 


lessons were neglected and books pushed away 
It was the best play ever, is what folks did say. 
So we’re proud of our “rep” and we'd like to bet, 
That we can even give a better show yet, 
Than The Rose of Tokio. 


—ELIZABETH LOWENBACH 


MEDITATION ON SORROW 


The golden light of the fading sun 
Casts long, pale shadows before, 
And no one comes when the day is done 
To knock at my lonely door. 
I sit in despair at the fireplace, 
But the flames have lost their cheer; 
The visions are sad before my face— 
The crackling is all I hear. 
—Nancy JONES 


HO TW Bax tree 


Heavens! how hot! 

I’d much prefer lyin’ ’neath a shady tree 
With a book that no teacher would ever see, 
Or I'd like to be swimmin’ an awful lot! 
But I have to be at school right on the dot— 
Yes! here I sit. I guess I’m sunk. 

Good gracious! Ain’t school a lot a’ bunk? 


Heavens! how hot! 

I'd like to have a nice fishing pole 

And be sitting beside a deep water hole 

Somehow or ’nother I just ain’t keen 

To be ae full a’ learning by some high school 
ean. 

Yet here I sit! Don’t say I ain’t sunk, 

Now, honest—tell me, ain’t school th’ bunk? 

—JACQUELYN JOHNSTON. 
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TRYING TO CONCENTRATE 


Of all hard things that I do hate, 
It’s that of trying to centrate; 
"Tis necessary in every task, 
“Why can’t I do it?” I sadly ask. 


Every time | start to read 

I’m reminded of some little deed; 

Something gay I’m going to do— 

Then I dream of that the whole day through. 


After dinner I sit down, 

Try to read, but gaze around; 

Then practicing I decide to try, 
Those awful scales—I breathe a sigh! 


After practicing a little bit, 

I think that [’d do well to quit; 
For the scales I play are sad to hear 
And grate so hard upon my ear. 


It’s because my mind’s not on my work, 
That lessons I shun, and scales I shirk; 
At last I decide to go to bed 

And let sleep rest my weary head. 


Next morn I face a teacher stern 
Make poor marks and fail to learn; 
These are the results and why I hate 
Myself for not being able to concentrate. 
—Eva WAMPLER 


COMPLAINING 


Oh, school is such a nuisance 

I really can’t quite see 
Why we must know ’bout Cicero 

Who died, four-three B. C. 


Then there is the History 
Which we seldom ever get, 

And when we do not know it well, 
It’s the dickens, you can bet. 


And after this comes Science 
Oh, that awful Chem. 3B, 
And the use of those experiments 
Is more than I can see. 


English is the easiest 
And I can pass it some, 
But when it comes to writing poetry— 
Oh, Gee, I’m awful dumb. 
—LEE-WARREN HAMMER 
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A GRANDMOTHER’S DREAM OF HER 
CHILDHOOD 
Off in the evening twilight 
When the shadows are creeping low, 
My thoughts revert to my childhood 
In that realm of long ago. 


Again I| get up in the morning 
‘Bout half past four or five 
And straightway come downstairs 
Where I’m the last one to arrive. 


The family are seated at the table, 
Discussing the work for the day, 

“Tl expect by tomorrow,” says father, 
“It'll be dry enough to make hay.” 


Once more I fondle my dolly 
In the meadow so fresh and green 
And my cheeks are tinted with brown 
From the sunbeam’s golden sheen. 


But list! in the distant woodland, 

Comes the call of a brown-winged thrush 
He is answered from a nest in the tree, 

Then comes a long, sweet, hush. 


Now, ‘tis evening; | drive from the pasture 
Black Betsy and Whitefoot so dear; 

And now, keep the flocks of sheep, 
Whose bells tinkle loud and clear. 


But alas! my dream has ended; 
My childhood hours have flown 
Like bubbles which little children 
Into the atmosphere have blown. 


Ah! the joy of gentle childhood, 
When we view it from the past, 
As we live again the by-gones, 
We wish that youth would last. 
—ELizABETH Moyers 


THE TOWN GOSSIP 
There was a funny old lady who went about town 
Who was always talking; she never ran down. 
Her tongue just rattled from morning till night, 
If it had a stopped—we hoped that it might! 
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She knew all the gossip of the last ten years, 
And all she needed was two listening ears 

To make her start off like a little red top, 

Oh my! We always hoped some day she’d stop! 


Yet, she was a helpful person, like most women are, 
She was ready to help if you lived near or far; 
She had a warm heart and a cool, steady hand; 
Fler superior in cooking was not found in the land. 


Yes, this quaint little lady with all of her talk 
Seemed quite happy in taking her walk, 
Spreading the news from the rich to the poor, 
Till she finally died and gossiped no more! 

} —Eva WAMPLER 


SEANG oO REVUE 


Listen, my children, and I'll give to you 
The pet expressions in Slang’s Revue. 


“Twas in the year of ’28— 
Hear them now—before it’s too late. 


Now there’s, “My gooseberries,” “Ye gods,’ “My 
gosh” — 
“Leapin’ lizards,” “What the Heck,” and “Oh, bosh!” 


There’s “Saint Peter,” “Holy Michael,” and “Aw Heck” 
160=— 
“Hot cow,’ my Cow,” “By golly’—what’s newr 


“Believe yuh, Harvey;’’ mustn’t forget, “‘I’ll bite,” 
“Ain't it so, fat lady?” and “She’s a fright!” 


And last but not least I’ll give to you 
The best expressions of this big Revue. 


“Great balls of mud” and ‘Pickled hen’s teeth,” 
“I ask you—is that nice?’’—“Good grief!” 
—HELEN REILLY 
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(Apologies to Longfellow) 


Under the drug-store awning 

The village shiek does stand— 

The shiek, a slightly man is he 
With small and dainty hands, 

And the muscles in his flabby arms 
Are weak as rubber bands. 
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His hair is slick and black and long, 

His face is like a clam, 

His brow is never wet with sweat, 

For he won’t work when he can. 

He cannot look the whole world in its face, 
For he owes near every man. 


Week in week out from morn till night 
His silly talk he blows. 
He poses in the drug store door 
And watches “how it goes.” 
Yet never a thing has he e’er done 
To earn his night’s repose. 
—Reip LiINEWEAVER 
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PCenrad 
Vacation 


T last summer has come and with it—graduation. Freshmen 
have become Sophomores, Sophomores are Juniors, Juniors, 
Seniors, and Seniors have gained the title of Alumni. With 
commencement comes vacation. After nine long months of 
hard work we lay aside our book, well-worn from constant (?) 
studying, to gather the dust of hot summer days. 


The school year has ended. It has been a successful year in more 
ways than one. THE Tas has had a very successful year and now with 
this Senior edition it passes into the hands of a new line of man- 
agers and editors filled with ambition to carry on the work. We hope 
that they will have as much success as the present staff. 


We have all worked hard and most of us have accomplished what 
we started out to do and at last we have gained our goal. To those 
who have fallen by the wayside we give a word of friendly advice. 
Don’t give up in despair but come back next fall with cheerfulness 
and determination to make all your grades and to do the best that 
you know how. 


THE Tas Staff wishes to thank those who have advertised with 
us this year. Without your support our magazine would be impos- 
sible. We hope that you have been benefited as much as we. We 
desire to thank the student body for their hearty cooperation which has 
enabled us to have such a propitious year. THE Tas extends to every 
one its best wishes for a pleasant vacation. 
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Home Economics Department 


HIS is a day of efficiency and specialization. We plead for 
proper training in order that we may have a chance to 
be efficient home makers. Home Economics is of vast im- 
portance in more than one way. Not only does the class 
learn how to cook and sew but it becomes acquainted with 
good manners, home decorating, personal hygiene, the care 

of infants and the sick. There are courses in the preparation of the 

formal and informal dinners for guests and trays for invalids. 


There are many advantages in the present system but the depart- 
ment is too small to accommodate more than fifteen in one class. There 
are many more girls who would take Home Economics in preference to 
Physics or Chemistry if there were room enough. However, in the new 
high school there will be a large Domestic Science laboratory, a kitchen, 
and a room for making garments. 


The present economic situation demands that the future home 
maker shall be a rational spender, capable of judging between the value 
of commodities of competent firms. Our schools owe to the future 
home makers some guidance in the way of making proper selections, 
which will lead toward high rationality in spending the family income. 


We need to know the best and most nutritious foods available, the 
most advantageous methods of saving, the most satisfactory methods 
of caring for the home and its individual members, the most suitable 
forms of recreation for the family group, as well as a well founded in- 
terest In community problems. 


In our new high school give us a well equipped Home Economics 
department with a regular teacher in charge to guide us in our efforts 
to prepare for our home making tasks. 


A Brief Discussion of Hawthorne’s Style 


AWTHORNE’S writings are very artistic; his plurals and pos- 
sessives, indicatives and subjunctives, omissions and repiti- 
tions help perfect his masterpieces. His selection of words 
is nearly perfect. It seems that he avoids all ill-sounding 
combinations, and, as a result, there is such word harmony 
and verbal agreement that his style is poetic. Many people 

call him the “New England prose poet.”’ Just as a painter chooses the 
stroke according to what he is painting, Hawthorne selects the struc- 
ture of his sentences. The structure may be loose or compact, the sen- 
tence compound, complex, or simple. Which ever choice he makes, it 
is always the best means by which to portray his thoughts. 
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The way in which he offers the moral is artistic. It does not act 
as an acid dye and change the color and tone of the story, nor does it 
act as a starch and stiffen the thread of the story. It is as a beautiful, 
white figure woven with a designer’s good taste into a dark cloth. Haw- 
thorne is the supreme artist in American literature. 

Hawthorne does not state in specific terms many of the events 
that happen in the story, but treats them with studied indirectness and 
a touch of mystery. He tells what the populace thinks or what it 
decleares it saw, and this is usually supernatural or far-fetched. It 
is as though a dark mist hides the center of a picture, and, although the 
edges are suggestive of the colors and figures in the center, you cannot 
ascertain just what position the central figures take. He leaves you 
with just a vague idea until his omnipotent hand chooses to wipe away 
the mist, and reveal the significance of the whole picture in its proper 
perspective. 

Hawthorne gets his story told by the symbolic method. He 
chooses something in the immediate environment of a character and 
gives it a trait that could be a reflection of the character’s sin, for 
example: the rose arbor in the Pyncheon garden or the hens in the 
Pyncheon hen house. The family had mildewed and decayed at heart, 
so had the roses; the family had degenerated, so had the chickens. 
Hawthorne is the greatest symbolist in American literature. 

The series of events is nowhere the center of Hawthorne’s interest. 
He is interested in the effect one event has on a person or a group of 
persons. The event is usually a sin committed either by the person 
concerned or by one of the person’s ancestors. When dealing with sin 
and moralizing, Hawthorne is at his best. It is natural, then, that he 
be concerned mostly with what goes on in the minds of characters. 
Most of the conflicts in his works are internal or psychological. He 
is wonderful in his analysis of human passions and impulses. Haw- 
thorne’s characters are a result of accurate psychological observation 
and study. When Miss Hepzibah Pyncheon was opening her cent- 
shop, she felt guilty of bringing her proud name to infamy, by offering 
her services for mercenary rewards, until she had made her first sale 
and actually accepted base copper coin for her efforts. The change 
of occupations from that of an aristocratic recluse to a cent-shop 
keeper brought a change of ideas. She no longer thought that the aris- 
tocrats were the people and that work dishonored a name, but she now 
thought the working classes made the world go around and that a name 
was honored by work. Is not that a splendid piece of psychology? Is 
it not true that man’s ideas are governed by the tasks he has to do and 
by his idea of his own appearance in the eyes of the world? 

As another example, let us take Clifford’s thought of Hepzibah’s 
ugliness upon his return from thirty years of imprisonment. Clifford 
knew that Hepzibah had withered and grown old prematurely because 
of his troubles and sorrows, but he could not keep from resenting 
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the fact. Just how to portray with psychological truth this man in 
his relation to an old woman who had been alone for thirty years 
and who was now expecting his companionship was a difficult prob- 
lem; but with admirable insight into human character Hawthorne pre- 
sents with truthful realism this delicate situation. 

Hawthorne’s writings are the most nearly perfect in our literature. 
He does more than “scratch the surface.” He probes deeply. Moralist 
though me may be, he is not narrow, but broadminded. His stories are 
sound, his characters real, his language beautiful, and his art supreme. 
Why not apply the old travel motto to literature and say, “Read Amer- 
ica First,” and concentrate on Hawthorne? 

—Wooprow WILSON 
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Assemblies 


In April Mr. Campbell of New York City, who has engaged in 
boys’ work for several years, gave an interesting talk to the student 
body, especially to the boys. 

Mr. Campbell pointed out that the greatest enemy of the boys is 
the “goat-getter’” who loafs around on corners and spends his time in 
getting boys into all sorts of trouble. He strongly advocated recreation 
centers and useful activities provided for by the cities, so that boys 
may spend their leisure time at these places instead of “just hanging 
around” and getting into trouble. He told the boys to make use of 
every minute of their leisure time and to do something worthwhile. 
He cited Edison as a good model. 

Mr. Campbell also directed a few remarks to the girls. He ad- 
vised them to make the home their avocation, as it was the source of 
greatest joy in life. 


DEBATE 


One of the most interesting commencement exercises will be the 
debate. The question will be: Resolved; That Virginia should adopt 
the short ballot. The debators on the affirmative are Virginia Harlin 
and Warren Kiracofe; and those on the negative side are Georgia 
Shank and Robert Reilly. 


mOsm Or TOKIO: 


On May | and 2, the High School presented its annual play. This 
year it was “The Rose of Tokio.’ For the first time, the cast was 
made up entirely of high school students, who demonstrated talent of 
a high quality and made the musical a great success. Due credit, 
however, must be given to the well-liked director, Mr. John Judd of the 
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John B. Rogers Production Company of Fostoria, Ohio. The cast 


included: 

Wen A: Saas Ses RN Ge SEAN CA TY Chinn rece! 
Me O Mersey oe eee Miriam Hirsch 
Richard: Smith a. ee ae ee Roberta neily: 
Hoo Se wee eee ABN ces Headias  fes Irving Ney 
SATE ELEY WS SOROS Sti ale Ree Howard Whetzel 
Koko Dakicr Bs Cee moan Elizabeth Lowenbach 
The Old Witch 
Dr. Wo 
The Green Eves 
Chi Fu 

ar AE She Ne Mae es Se Thomas Blatt 
Ey SA ad BS a WE cs cis pars Frances Gardner 
Vitro Paihia eae est an eee a Charles Mathias 
LObE RR ees re Gate eee REL, ene La Anne Keister 
Eto GREE UE i eee SZ a DEL rear tea 
Chloe. wore ae .......Wirginia Harlin 


Guards of the Palace ... Woodrow Wilson, John Heatwole 


Head hidertak eri era eee Charles Chew 


Besides the main characters, there were quite a few dance choruses. 


Among them were The Poppies and Gardeners, Parasol Girls, Six Jap- 
anese Maids, Soldiers, Archers, French Babies, and Undertakers. 


Oi Cub 


Although rather late, the Glee Club was reorganized in April 


under the direction of Miss Margaret Miller, a teacher at the State 
Teachers College. 


At the first meeting this year, the following officers were elected: 


Presid egrga tne has ‘oe Oe ea ETHEL SHOEMAKER 
Vice-Rresident: Witla. nie eee FRANCES GARDNER 
Secretary-Treasurer...........0.00..0.......... FRANCES RALSTON 
Ligrarians., Dae Ce nae Rosa LEE SPECTOR 


PERSONALS 


Ada Davis spent the Easter Holidays in Baltimore. 
Elmer Dickenson and Royall Mauzy visited Washington during 


the Holidays. 


Miss Bridges spent the Holidays at her home in Williamsburg, Va. 
i Mr. Fitzhugh visited his home in Culpepper, Va., during the Hol- 
idays. 

Miss Stull spent the Holidays with her parents in Pulaski, Va. 

A great number of the students attended the Apple Blossom Festi- 


val in Winchester on May 4. 
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Girl 
Prettiest 
Ethel Shoemaker 
Helen Taylor 
Best Looking 


Best Dancer 
Ethel Shoemaker 
Frances Gardner 
Wittiest 
Louise Yancey 
Nancy Jones 


Most Popular 
Helen Taylor 
Frances Rolston 

Most Studious 
Julia Duke 
Alice Bolton 

Most Talkative 
Nancy Jones 
Louise Yancey’ 

Most Talented 
Elizabeth Ott 
Frances Gardner 

Neatest 

Elizabeth Ott 
Ethel Shoemaker 

Best All-around 
Frances Rolston 
Anna Lyons Sullivan 

Most Athletic 
Anna Lyons Sullivan 
Frances Rolston 

Most School Spirit 

Frances Rolston 
Helen Taylor 

Most in Love 
Marguerite Coffman 
Ethel Shoemaker 


Boy 


Walton Wine 
Thomas Davis 


Walton Wine 
Buddy Yates 


Buddy Yates 
Harry Beery 
Tommy Blatt 


Jimmy Vance 
Walton Wine 


Charles Ney 
Cecil Hartman 


Tommy Blatt 
Charles Ney 


Harry Beery 
Buck Mathias 


Walton Wine 
Buck Mathias 


Jimmy Vance 
Irving Ney 


Jimmy Vance 
Tubby Martz 


Jimmy Vance 
Tommy Blatt 


Thomas Strange 


Buck Mathias 


Louie Claybrook 
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Cutest 
Helen Taylor Harry Blatt 
Maria Sheehy Alfred Spitzer 
John Crews 
Best Sport 
Jacquelyn Johnston Irving Ney 
Frances Rolston Jimmy Vance 
Anna Lyons Sullivan | 
Helen Taylor 
Most Quiet 
Mary Spitzer John Converse 
Alice Bolton Irvine McNeill 
Laziest 
Lillian Walters John Conrad 
Jacquelyn Johnston Buddy Yates 
Politest 
Frances Rolston Thomas Davis 
Madeline Newbill Louie Claybrook 
Sweetest 
Ethel Shoemaker John Crews 
Helen Taylor Wilson Homan 
Frances Rolston Irving Ney 
| Biggest Giggler 
Nancy Jones Henry Happer 
Norma Kiracofe Lewis Crews 
Biggest Boaster 
Anna Lyons Sullivan Tommy Blatt 
Nancy Jones Buck Mathias 


Henry Happer 
Best Natured 


Frances Rolston Irving Ney 
June Taliaferro Walton Wine 
Most Conceited 
Mae Shank Walton Wine 
Anna Lyons Sullivan Buck Mathias 
Most Sentimental 
Louise Yancey Thomas Davis 
Lillian Walters Louie Claybrook 
Most Dignified Senior 
Ethel Shoemaker Louie Claybrook 


Alice Bolton Warren Kiracofe 


Clifford Byers of A. M. A. was at home recently. 

George Turner spent the week-end here some time ago. 

Lawrence Pace, Joe Ney, George Grattan, Toler McNeil and 
Grimes Heneberger from U. of Va. were here for a few days. 

Roland Ney of Greenbrier was at home recently. 

Hugh O’Donnell and John Reilly have returned to V. P. I. after 
spending the week end here. 

Len-Will Holloman, a student at Washington and Lee University, 
spent the week-end with Mr. and Mrs. R. C. Hughes. 

Miss Mary Rhodes Lineweaver was chosen “Princess Rockingham’ 
at the Apple Blossom Festival this spring. 

Miss Rosa Lee Ott has returned to Mary Baldwin College after 
spending the Easter Holidays at home. 

Miss Margaret Pence, teacher in the school at Hopewell, Va., has 
returned after spending the Holidays at home. 

Charles Taliaferro, student at Washington and Lee University is 
visiting his parents. 

Sam Conrad has returned to Randolph-Macon College, Ashland, 
Va., after spending a week at home. 

Joseph Houck, a student at the University of Virginia, recently 
spent several days with his parents. 

WAMPLER—BURTNER 

Miss Winifred Burtner and John B. Wampler were married at the 
United Brethren Church of Washington, Easter morning. 

Mrs. Wampler is a graduate of the Harrisonburg High School and 
has been a stenographer for the Hub Furniture Company in Washington 
for several years. 
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CRAWFORD—SOUTHERN 


Miss Frances Louise Southern and Mr. Henry Roundtree Craw- 
ford were married Saturday afternoon, April 7, at the Southern home 
on Campbell Street. 

Mr. Crawford is a former student of the Harrisonburg High 
School. 


GIRLS’ BASKETBALL SQUAD 
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Baseball 


Reacting against the perfect record of last year, the H. H. S. nine 
has yet to ring up a victory. Games and scores were as follows: 

Linville Edom, 15-6. 

Linville Edom, 9-8. 

Bridgewater, 13-8. 

McGaheysville, 9-0. 

Luray, 9-7. 

Staunton, 7-6. 

Bridgewater, 6-5. 

Staunton, 15-6. 

Dayton, 13-8. 

The Blue Streaks offer no excuse for their list of defeats other 
than the fact that the team was composed of almost entirely new ma- 
terial. Only three letter men were left around whom to build this 
year’s team. 


The pitching staff, consisting of Mathias, Funkhouser, and Whet- 
zel, was wholly inexperienced, not having taken part in the sport until 
this season. Pence at the reciving position, Vance at first, O'Donnell 
and Crews at second and Dundore at short, were all newcomers on the 
nine. Martz at third and Ney and Hollar in the outfield were the 
only veterans remaining of the ’27 outfit. Heltzel and W. Hollar alter- 
nated in the outfield. 


With the loss of but one player (by graduation) the ’29 team 
should be exceptionally better than that of this season. 
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Mr. Fitzhugh: “You missed my class yesterday, didn't your” 
Grattan Lineweaver: ‘Not in the least, sir, not in the least.” 


Rockefeller has seven dollars for every person in the United States. 
Have you received yoursr 


Mr. Stanley: “Is Thomas Davis here?” 

Tommy: “Yes, sir.” 

Mr. Stanley: “Fine. That’s the first question you’ve answered 
this year.” 


“Any old clothes, Madam?” 
“Yes, but I’m wearing them.” 


Louie Claybrook: ‘“Would you believe that this watch came from 
Paris?” 

Kermit Dovel: “No; I wouldn’t.” 

Louie: “Well, it didn’t.” 


ach year the number of traveling salesmen is decreasing. Who 
says the world isn’t getting better? 


Mr. Fitzhugh (on field trip): “You will observe that these trees 
have been well pruned.” 


Helen Taylor: “They certainly have. Why, | can’t see a single 
prune.” 


Buck Mathias: “I graduate in June.” 
Jimmy Vance: “Allow me to congratulate the school.” 


Bob Thompson: ‘‘Do you know how to tell a professor from a stu- 
dent?” 


John Heatwole: “Oh, go ahead if you must.” 


Bob T.: “Ask him what ‘it’ is, and if he says it’s a pronoun he’s a 
professor.” 
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They laughed when | sat down at the piano. Some fool had re- 
moved the stool. 


Speaking of crime waves, Chicago seems to have got herself a 
permanent. 


I eat my peas with honey, 
I’ve done it all my life; 
It makes the peas taste funny, 
But it keeps them on my knife. 


Louise Yancey: “Can you remember the first boy you ever kissed ’” 
Elizabeth Lowenbach: “Can’t even remember the last one.” 


Sign up, gents. Learn that new dance—the postage stamp. 


Slightly Off: “Why, when my father was in condition he could 
dive over a hundred feet in two feet of water.” 

More So: “That’s nothing; my father once dove off the Eiffel 
Tower onto a damp rag.” 


Mae Shank: “Would you believe it, | only got forty on that his- 
tory examr”’ 
Bob Reilly: “Dearie, you don’t know the half of it.” 


Elmer Dickerson: “What do you take for a headacher”’ 
Wilson Homan: “Liquor the night before.” 


A ripe old age is nothing to brag about. Consider the tomato. 


A frat dance is one of those affairs at which you come in like a 
lion and go out lke a lamp. 


Walton Wine: “What are your reasons for driving a car?” 
Lawrence Liskey: “Helen, Jane, Phyllis, Dorothy, Louise, 
Syivia—.” 


Buddy Yates says the way to be the light of a woman’s life is to 
keep her in the dark. 


Jean Wilton: “Oh, my football hero—my great big dauntless man 
of iron’ How did you get that black eye?” 
Lewis Crews: “The bench turned over.” 


Judge: “And how did you come to stick a knife in this man?r” 
Harry Beery: “Your honor, | heard the doctor say the fellow 
needed some iron in his system.” 
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Mildred Furr: “I'll be yours on one condition.” 
Buck Mathias: “Easy, I entered high school on six.” 


Mrs. Stanley: “Now, Robert, who made the most brilliant flank 
movement of modern timesr”’ 
Bob Reilly: “Gilda Grey.” 


Oboe: “My butcher has just purchased a new Ambush scale.” 
Hoboe: “What kind of a scale is that?’ 
Oboe: ‘The kind that lies in weight.” 


I hate skunks. They put on such awful airs. 


Medical Officer (examining recruit:) “Have you any scarsr” 
Recruit: “No sir, but I’ve got some cigarettes.” 


Sambo: “Say, Snowball, why do they call that town in Michigan 
‘Battle Creek?” 

Snowball: “Dunno—'les it’s cause dey starts so many _ break- 
fast fueds up dar.” 


Motorist: “Are there any speed laws here?’ 
Native: “Naw, you fellows can’t get through here any too fast 
for us.” 
TABLOID VERSIONS 


The Flapper The Wife 
Meet Courted 
Talk | Wed 
Ride | Lover 
Walk | ray Fled 

The Masher | : ees The Husband 
Smile 2B | Married 
Tratleder ins | | Mute 
Hostile Horrid 
Jailed Shoot 


Revivalist: “Oh, my bretheren, here the church stands, offering 
to save you, and what will be your answer?” 
Voice from rear: ‘““Women and children first.” 


Tight: “Did Charley have insurance when he burnt a hole in the 
seat of his pants?” 


Wad: “No, his coat covered the loss.” 


The original social circles are the circles under the eyes. 
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“T’se leavin’ dis town, tonight!” 

‘“‘Leavin’—why?r”’ 

“Yo’ see dat white streak, don’t yo’? Now just s’pose yo’ were down 
by de hen roost and dat light struck yo’—-don’t yo’ s’pose you’d show 
up a little? What’s it dar fo’ anywayr”’ 

“If leather gits high, that head of yours is goin’ to be worth 
somethin’. That’s a search light. It’s to help the airplane Mr. Lind- 
bergh flies to track itself to Harrisonburg.” 


“Phew! Since yo’ mention it, | do hear a buzzin’ sorta like Mr. 
Lindbergh’s Spirit Plane right now. Lordy, I see it droppin’ some- 
thin’ white over Mr. Keister’s school! O save me, save me! Where’ll 
I gor “Tis de vengeance of de Lord!” 


“Heah you’s go agin, dumbell. Lets see what ’tis.” 

The negro who had last spoken, approached the building, his 
companion following gingerly, well in the rear. 

“Now, yo’ see, silly. It’s magazines and school papers, from al- 
most everywhere. Read ’em for yourself. Ill do you the honor to 
lissen.”” 

The negro read well. The first magazine he picked up was from 
Charlottesville, Va. “The Bumble Bee.’ He dropped it at the other’s 
feet. 


‘“‘No—n—o. Jest read dat, yo’self. I‘ve had ’bout de only ’quain- 
tance wid bumble bees I’se lookin’ fo’ in my lifetime. No siree!” 

“Aw, go on. I’se seen dat several times. See—they’se a different 
theme for most every publication. It sho’ makes a good foundation 
for t’other things.” 

“Yes. This time ’tis winter. Most perfect carried out, too, and 
head is Chit-Chat, from South Boston, Virginny. Now dis one ought 
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to attract everybody. But I think they oughta hab some o’ dis rhyming 
stuff “bout along heah.” 

“A poetry department, you’se mean? Don’t you’se know anything 
‘bout poetry?” 

“No. The misuse ain’t neber ’spired me.” 

“I don’t see what youse knows ’bout de Muse den, niggah.” 

“Did I say I’se dumb as I loks? O say! This Gleam from way out 
in St. Paul, Minnesota. Now I’d say it have got “It.” Some our folks 
speak a piece in dis one. Dis cover sure looks fine to me, and if I 
didn’t know, I’d say dis was yo’ pictuah. Does yo’ understand dis 
heah talk, tho bout Good Riddence, and Revenge and _ He’bonr 
S-e-c-r-e-t-s and S-h-ad-o-w-s too. Phew! What I’se tell yo’ Booker 
T. Washington! It’s right heah. Pears like I’se heard my mammy tell 
Theodore Roosevelt Johnson dat Martha Ann Jackson said Mr. Wash- 
ington was me mammah’s seventh cousin, or somethin’.” 

“The Critic. Why dis comes from right up heah at Lynchburg, 
Virginny. Good illustrations, very good illustrations. And some of 
dese jokes make a niggah feel worsen when he eats ‘bout two wattah 
millions. Dis write-up ‘bout “Spring” makes me think ‘bout mammah’s 
talc’um powder. This Review from Central High School, Washington, 
1D. C.—youse know—where President Cooli’ge libes? It’s bout de best 
inter’stin’ papah I|’se had my fing’rs on, yit. Dese heah pictures do 
make it look snappy.” 

“IT wish somebody’d make youse look snappy sometime! Do youse 
think I’se gwine stay heah all nightr” 

‘Keep yo’ shoes on, now. Yo’ told me to do dis readin’. This one 
is from Alexandria, Virginny too, ’Piscopal High School. Most very 
neat lookin’. I’se say. Sho’ I couldn’t beat dis clevah write up ‘bout 
athletis, but I’d put a few mo’ real-like stories and—and—po’try in 
tho’. 

“Dis is Echoes of the Foothills from Campobello, S. C. Dis po’try 
department is sho well developed. I enjoy readin’ dis magazine; hope 
[ can read mo’ o’ dem nex’ year. 

“Heahs Homespun from Greensboro, N. C. Dis is a good one, 
an’ I’se look forward to dis one again. A new subject fo’ each issue 
an’ how well dis is carried out. 

“Renachi from Reidsville, N. C.—lInter’stin’? It sho’ am inter’st- 
in’. Dis exchange department is well written. 

“Dis one is De K-a-r-u-x—whats yo’ call it? It’s from Phillips- 
burg High School, Phillipsburg, N. J. Dat sho must be a new one. 
The school news is mos’ very repletely wrote up. I hope Mr. Lind- 
bergh will bring it and all the others ag’in sometime. All that was 
good and dem dat cou’d be bettah, could be bettah.” 

“Mighty good judgment. Youse said it, sho.” 

“Are yo’ sure youse a jedge of my jedgement?” 
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“Look heah, I’se a graduate in techinology, criminology, liter- 
ology— 

“Pshaw, niggah! If I’se to tell yo’ all de ’ologies | graduated in 
youse wonder how | ’scaped theo-ology.” 


MOTHERS SEE US; 


Tue Tas from Harrisonburg, Virginia, has been received, and we 
find it, as usual, a very cleverly edited magazine. Your Exchange 
Department is absolutely the most original and the most interesting of 
any of our exchange friends. Please notice the desperate, if pathetic, 
effort we have made to follow your suggestion that we develop a poetry 
department—T he Monthly Chronicle, Alexandria, Va. 


THe Tas, Harrisonburg High School, Harrisonburg, Va. This is 
a very creditable magazine; the cuts are clever.—Kenocabhi, Reidsville, 
N. C | 


THE TAJ, Harisonburg High School, Harrisonburg, Va. This at- 
tractive magazine has several entertaining Christmas stories. There are 
many pleasing poems. All the departments are well written and each 
is given ample space.—Cbhit-Chat, South Boston, Va. 

Another interesting one was THE TaJ, from Harrisonburg, Va. One 
especially interesting poem of which he told me was “Belvaree.” Your 
magazine 1s splendid. We like it very much.—Echoes of the Foothills, 
Campobello, S. C. 


LIST OF EXCHANGES 


Chit-Chat, C. H. Friend High School, South Boston, Va. 
Echoes of the Foothills, Campobello High School, Campobello, S. C. 
Gleam, Johnson High School, St. Paul, Minn. 

Home Spun, Central High School, Greensboro, N. C. 

Tbe Critic, E. C. Glass High School, Lynchburg, Va. 

The Missile, Petersburg High School, Petersburg, Va. 

The Montbly Chronicle, Episcopal High School, Alexandria, Va. 
The Renocahi, Reidsville High School, Reidsville, N. C. 

The Review, Central High School, Washington, D. C. 

The Bumble Bee, Lane High School, Charlottesville, Va. 

The Record, Staunton High School, Staunton, Va. 

The Red and White, Rochester High School, Rochester, N. H. 
Karux, Phillipsburg, N. J. 
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Tis of GENERAL MOTORS 
Choice of the Majority 


| | 
| | 
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| | 
| | 
| | 
i N. L. BRADFORD, Dealer Harrisonburg, Va. | 
Prexgads sien kal aiet 2 titi CUE ee RR TAN Ren Reston inact 
| FOR GRADUATION GIFTS GEO. E. SHUE | 
| Leather Bound Poems, Memory | 
Books, Kodaks, Books, etc. Massachusetts Mutual Life i 
| NICHOLAS BOOK COMPANY Insurance Co. i 
| ? | 
| AGL SES GARY.S | 
| Summer Hats for Summer Wear, in White Leghorn and all beautiful | 
[ shades 
| Silk Hosiery in White and all the light colors 
72 COURT SQUARE 
| et 
| LET MONDAY BE FUNDAY | 
| THREE SERVICES: Damp Wash, Thrif-T, Finished | 
| Phone 92 TROY STEAM LAUNDRY Phone 92 | 
| ee a 
| 

| SUMMER COAL PRICES--- Phone 271 before Buying | 
| Service—Quality—Heat | 
| | 
| W. F. BERRY & SON | 
| | 
| | 
| COMMENCEMENT and GRADUATION | 
| Those with School Spirit are looking | 
forward to these events. Will you | 
be dressed your best? We specialize | 
in clothing for young men and young | 
women who care | 
| 

| Opposite Postoffice B. NEY & SONS Harrisonburg, Virginia | 
a a ee 


Patronize our advertiser and profit thereby 
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VACATION THOUGHTS 


What to Do? Where to Go? 
What to Wear? 


The latter question can be settled to 

your complete SATISFACTION 

here. We're always First In with 
the Latest Out 


HOPPE 
Attorney-at-Law 
Service with a Smile 


John W. Morrison 


Cae Edward C. Martz 
Whitesel-Sinton Co. Inc. | 
| 


FARM AND ORCHARD Lawyer 
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| EQUIPMENT First National Building 
| Use It costs no more to have the 
| Valley Gold Dairy better kind— the results are far 
| greater. 
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Products Get them at YAGER’S 
Milk, Cr eam, Butter Shoes and Shoe Repairing 


THE HESS STUDIO A. U. LEWIS 


Commissioner of Accounts 


Hasieeebare Va. 
HARRISONBURG, VA. 


McCormick Deering Farm Equipment 


Sewer Pipe - - - Fencing Paints 


Gs LICK PRY 8 SON, \Inic. 


GEORGE'S CANDY KITCHEN 
BONBONNIERE 


The Two Up-to-Date Confectioneries in Town 
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Patronize our advertisers and profit thereby 
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> DREAMS COME TRUE» 
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f A man can torite a better 
book -paintabetter picture 
build a better mougetrap than 
hiv neighbor-- the morld will 
make a beaten path to his door.” 


Hubdard. 
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The Sy achbueg Fograving Companh 


DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS OF BETTER ANNUALS 
yn NG og perten Book at TAE SAME Coser * Virginia 
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The Daily News Record 


HARRISONBURG, VA: 
The Home Paper of the Mid-Shenandoah Valley 
Daily Distribution 7500 


FIRST NATIONAL BANK 
Harrisonburg, Virginia 


Sympathetic to Every Need 
True to Every Trust 


THE PIGGLY WIGGLY 
AND 


THE MICK OR MACK 


Appreciate your patronage 


GROCERIES, VEGETABLES 
FRUITS AND MEATS 


Phone 528 


HAMMON-ESTEP CO. 


THE FRIENDLY: GASH STORE WITH SERVICE 
| WE DELIVER |-- 


VALLEY BOOK SHOP 
120 S. Main Street 


Loans to Pay Bills 
Harrisonburg Loan & Thrift Corp. 


201-2 THE NATIONAL BANK BUILDING 
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Mention the Taj—It identifies you. 
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THE CHARLES H. ELLIOT CO. 


The Largest Engraving House in America 


Commencement Invitations Class Day Programs __ Class Pins and Rings 
Dance Programs and Invitations Leather Dance Cases and Covers 
Menus Fraternity and Class Inserts for Annuals 
Fraternity and Class Stationery School Catalogs and Illustrations 
Wedding Invitations Calling Cards 


17th St. and Leigh Ave., Philadelphia, Pa. 


JEWELRY _ 


Get Our Prices on Gifts before 
Buying 


D. C. DEVIER & SONS 


FOLEY’S SHOE HOSPITAL 
We Do Quality Work 


Shoes Called for and Delivered 
117 East ae Street Phone 418-W 


SDS hag 


KS 
TRYOUR PARCEL POST SERVICE 
PHONE 274 SPE 4165NMAIN: S: 


If it’s dry cleaning or 
pressing see 


Attorney | S. BLATT Phone 55 


JOHN PAUL 


THE DEAN STUDIO 


(Operating Nearly a Half-Century) 
P-H-O-T-O-G-R-A-P-H-S 


Eastman’s Kodaks Films Superior Finishing 
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Mention the Taj—It identifies you. 
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| FETZERS Paonbaeis rst iak ian Store 


| Fine Dry Goods Good Shoes and Stockings 
Shop a Little with Us 


Valley Plumbing & Heating Corp. 
See Us for Your Plumbing and Heating Estimates 
Phone 153 102 E. MARKET ST. 


Harrisonburg Mutual Telephone Co. 


Operated by the Switzer Interests for Over 


A Quarter Century 


70 West Water Street 


J. E. GOOD & SONS 


Roofing and Sheet Metal Workers, Heating, Cornice 


Skylights, Ventilators ! 
HARRISONBURG, VA. SHOP PHONE No. 96 ! 


HARRISONBURG ELECTRIC DR J. R. GAMBILL 
SUPPLY CO. 


Electric Supplies and Contracting Dentist 


Phone 280 13 N. Court Square 


JOHN W. TALIAFERRO 


Jeweler and Optometrist 


E. G. WIENER 


Plumbing and Heatin g Established 1879 ! 
Harrisonburg’s per Largest and Best Jewelty | 
tore z 
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Patronize our advertisers and profit thereby 
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Nothing Satisfies Like A 


SILVER ASH CIGAR 
Now Three for Twenty 


The Kavanaugh is the stad’ and finest hotel in the heart of the Valley and is 
closer to all the caverns than any other hotel in Virginia. The Kavanaugh is 
strictly modern and up-to-date, with a service second to none, for the traveler 
and tourist. Rooms with or without bath. Golf privileges. Make the Kav- 
anaugh your headquarters. 


J. M. KAVANAUGH, Proprietor - - Harrisonburg, Va. 


HIRSCH BROS. 


Dealers in all kinds of livestock. 


Dairy cows a specialty. 131 N. Main St. 
Phone 100 Harrisonburg, Va. 


Kavanaugh Barber Shop 


R. E. Tutwiler & Bro. 


Groceries, Confections, Fruits 
Vegetables, Tobacco, Etc. 


Liberty & Market Sts. Phone 138-L Exide Service Station 


Battery and Electrical Service 
PARTS FOR ALL CARS _ 


BURKE & PRICE 


Insurance in all its Branches 


Phone 16 
The National Bank Building Phone 64 


W.R. HITE & CO. 


Meats and Groceries 


HINKLE’S SHOE SHOP 
Our Soles Smile at Miles of Service 
WEST MARKET AT LIBERTY STREET 
Work Called for and Delivered 
Phone 443-R 


Arcade Recreation 
Center and 


Arcade Restaurant 
Bowling and Billiards 


Fletchers’ Pharmacy 
Toilet Articles 
Kodak Films 


Walter Trobaugh Electric Shop 


Agent for General Electric Refrigerator 
Phone 316 MASONIC BUILDING 
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Patronize our advertisers and profit thereby 
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The Printing House 
that Delevers it Right 
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PANES HY 


and RIGHT ON TIME 


PANES 
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EAST WATER STREET 


ss 
HARRISONBURG, VA. 22 
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“Printers of the Taj for the past two years”’ ¢ 
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IT COSTS YOU NOTHING 


eee |] || meme 95 


but a little self denial to save money! 
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It pays you in Self Respect, 

Dollars, and 3% Interest 

when you deposit in our 
Savings Department. 
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THE 
ROCKINGHAM 
NATIONAL BANK 
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#4 NATION-WIDE 
INSTITUTION = 
enney STORES 


SPRING OUTFITS FOR AMERICA’S STUDENTS 


Literally millions of young men and women in the leading High 
Schools and Colleges all over America are looking to our 954 

‘stores for all they wear. The savings they gain help mightily on 
the cost of their education. 


HARRISONBURG’S BUSIEST STORE 
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C. OWEN MAPHIS E. D. CHAPMAN 


MAPHIS & CHAPMAN 


Distributors in the Shenandoah Valley 
GOODRICH SILVERTOWN TIRES - PETROLEUM PRODUCTS 


WILLYS KNIGHT and WHIPPET CARS 
HARRISONBURG, VA. STAUNTON, VA. 
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